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THE KNIGHT of CHIVALRY; 


OR, 


What a Woman Will Do. 
BY PHILIP 8S. WARNE, 


CHAPTER I. 
_UNDER THE GAS-LIGHT. 

DEAR reader, accompany me in fancy to 
New Orleans—‘“‘the Paris of America!”— 
where Life throbs with tropic fervor, andDeath 
reaps his ghastly swath amid sounds of gayéty 


Stand with me on her broad levee, which dykes 


ten to the blended melody and discord of 
tongues culled from every quarter of the earth 
to make her busy mart a second Babel! Walk 
her tree-embowered thoroughfares where 
fashion and folly flaunt their glittering ban- 
bles—where one clothed in the sanctity of hon- 
orable motherhood gazes without a blush on the 
painted siren whose smile is a mockery and 
whose touch is death!—where the villa, within 
whose precincts cluster the sacred associations 
of home, is flanked by the gilded palaces of 
vice. Contrast the life giving beauty and fra- 
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swamp that peoples her strange burifl-grounds 

sone NAH Nt ae —as if the work of men were reflected on the 
vial WO NANI ANB face of nature! 

AT SN WAY Our story opens ‘“‘under the gas-light!” The 

NURS Sn time was early evening. 

SSS MT Among the group of men standing before the 
entrance to the celebrated St. Charles Hotel, 
two claim our attention. : 

The younger man was of the Saxon type, 
with fair hair and blue eyes, His commanding 
figure, of full six feet, and a rather fierce ex- 
hese of countenance when in repose, made 

im look, what. he was, a formidable antago- 
nist ina physical encounter. Yet there was a 
frankness about him which pronounced. him 
generous almost to impulsiveness. 

Such was James Bowie—a man who never 
forgot a friend, nor forgave a foe! 

The stooping figure, the grizzled hair, and the 
deep lines in the face of the elder man seemed 
to indicate a period far beyond the meridian 
of life, yet he was not old, The tremor which 
agitated his band seemed the index of feeble- 
ness, yet one who had felt its iron gripe had 
something to remember, 

Nor were these the only contradictions about 
the man. The cut of his coat and a white 
‘“choker” which he affected, gave him a cler- 
ical appearance, from which he had derived bis 
sobriquet of ‘‘ The Curate,” few in all New 
Orleans knowing him by any other title; -yet, 
in expression of face he was the antipodes of a 
clergyman. His restless gray eyes had a vul- 
ture-like eagerness, while his thin lips either 

uivered nervously, or were compressed into a 
: caiahh line beneath his overhanging mus- 
ache. : 

He was a man in the prime of life, so far as 
~s years went, originally gifted with a powerful 
SHE HELD THE BOUQUET AT ARM’S-LENGTH AND GLARING AT IT, CRIED: ‘‘IF I COULD TREAT YOU AS MY elas organism, yet whose soul was consumed 

HATRED PROMPTS, I WOULD TRAMPLE YOU TO ATOMS UNDER MY FEET!” y a fever that knew no abatement, 
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that seek to vail his terrors in forgetfulness!” 


the mighty river that drains a continent! Lis- ~ 
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The demon of chance had stamped that hag- 
gard face with his sign manual! ; 
At the moment of introducing him.to the 
meader the Curate was a study. manners he 
-outdid the suavity of » Frenchman, yet all the 
“while his restless sye* teemed with crafty 
watchfulness. Without being obtrusiyely ‘ser- 
wile, every word, look and gesturve was intended 
‘fo conciliate the favor of the younger man. 
James Bowie had tho off-hand frankness of a 


:man in whose thoughts double-dealing finds no | 


“place. : 

. While they were talking Bowie’s eye was at- 
rtracted by a slight female figure passing with a 
ygraco of movement that could but elicit keen 
«admiration. 

‘The woman, evidently young, was dressed 
plainly in black, and vailed. Her step was hur- 
ried, and she betrayed a timidity which showed 
that she was not accustomed to find herself 
alone in the street at night. 

she passed under the brilliant lights in 
front of the hotel, a dandy who had been ogling 
the passers-by from the curb-stone stepped to 
her side, raised his hat and said, impudently: 

** Ah! good-evening, ma’am’selle! 

, alg a low ery the girl shrunk away in af- 
right. 

One stride, and Bowie grasped the offender 

by the nape of the neck and hurled him violent- 
ly against the lamp-post. 
, A low ejaculation rose to the Curate’s lips, 
bod he flushed with surprise or displeasure. 
‘Taking the girl by the wrist without ceremony, 
he drew her hand within his arm. 

The girl looked up, evidently recognized him, 
and clung to his arm; then, yielding to a second 
impulse, seemed almost to shrink from him. 

“ fixcuse me! I will return in half an hour,” 
said the Curate, and without more ado, drew 
the girl away, as if anxious to remove her from 
his companion’s observation, 

Heeding the bluster of the young man whose 
insojence he had so summarily punished as lit- 
fle as if it were the barking of a cur, Bowie 

‘gaged in wonder after the ill-assorted pair who 
so unexpectedly been brought together. 

What had the gambler to do with one seem- 
ingly so young and pure? Bowie tried to dis- 

it as one of the countless paradoxes of life; 
but while he waited that half hour, the grace- 
ful figure haunted his thoughts and sunk him 
into a pleasant yet half sad reverie. 

‘*Pardon me for leaving you so abruptly. It 
was a lady of my acquaintance,” said the 
Curate, on his return, king as if the circum- 
stance were trivial, yet watching the younger 
man tosee if the impression were as fleeting as 
he would have if. 

“Butcome!” he added, “I. have a tidbit for 
you. You have not seen Leoline?—at any rate, 
off the stage?” t 

* No,” replied Bowie, a trifle absently. — 

‘IT felicitate myself on the appar tanity, 
give youa pleasure. I have the entree o 
green-room. Shall we go at once?” 

. “Tf you please.” } 

_ Arm-in-arm they passed along the brilliantly- 
» lighted thoroughfare to a theater in St. Charles 

street, over the entrance to which was display- 
ed in gigantic letters: 

am wind . * Mune. Leonie! 

. As Juumr!” 


The actress was gorgeously beautiful, with 
dark, passionate, voluptuous beauty. 

Through that portrayal of melting love, the 
Curate sat at the elbow of his Pipa compan- 
jon, whispering into his ear like a second - 

histepheles, until Bowie’s pulse throbbed, 

ace flushed, and his eye brightened. 

‘Then the tempter said: ' 

“Now, would you like a nearer view?” 

“My dear friend,” said Bowie, ‘‘you lay me 
tinder too great obligation!” 

** Don’t ak of it, my. boy,” replied the 
Curate. “If an old stager like me can throw a 
little 4s is in the way of one on the thresh- 
, old of life, why ‘should [ not?—not to mention 
* that you are a good fellow and deserve well of 

all your friends. Come!” 

Passing through the stage door the Curate 
nodded familiarly to the people behind the 
seenes. But at the door of the green-room his 
progress was obstructed by an odd-looking indi- 


to 
the 
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CHAPTER II. 
eat QUEEN OF THE FOOT-LIGHTS. 


_ Ir was a youth whose large bones and loose 
cn hd him a very ungainly appearance. 

vidently no razor had ever scra acquaint- 
ance (if we may be permitted the expression) 
with his virgin cheek, for it was covered with a 


| he would offer to play 


ellow fuzz of hair, even lighter than the shock 
that cropped out from his head. 
His dress was composite. On his head he wore 


@ leatber spiked-cap or helmet, From oneshoul- | 
cavalier’s cloak, incongru- | 


der hung a Spani 
ous with a Greek blouse beneath. On his legs 


Roman greayes were bound oyer the modern - 


pantaloon. For the rest, he gras the pen- 
nanted lance of the desert in a mai Bleve hat 
no doubt belonged to the ghostly Dane, and 
bore on his left arm the scalp-fringed shield of 
| the Indian of the plains. 
is pompous air was ludicrous in the ex- 
| treme, as he flourished his lance and cried in a 


| stagy voice: 

‘** What ho, gentlemen! Inthe name of my 

most gracious ~Locy you aoidd” 

**Hello, Sammy! I see you are on duty as 

usual,” said the Curate, smiling. 

“s Sammy !” cried the soldier, cavalier, shep- 
| berd, knight, or what-not, striking his lance 
| against the ground in high dudgeon. ‘‘ Now, by 
| Pt. Mark and St. John thou art divorced from 
| thy manners! Thinkest thou the lady Leoline 

hath in her service a fellow that can be called 
Sammy? Canst not say ‘good Bardolph,’ 
sirrah?” 

‘* Bardolph or Sammy, so that you let us pass,” 

replied the Curate, bumoring him. 

‘That will I not, until I have Jearned the will 
of my lady. Remain ye here. I will return 
anon!” 

‘* Who is this nondescript warden of her lady- 
ship’s person?” laughed Bowie, when Sammy, or 
Bardolph, had cies eaves 

“The best-natured fool alive,” replied the 
Curate. . ‘ He is delighted if permitted to carry 
a chair or a table off the stage. When appear- 
ing in costume, as a dummy soldier, peasant, 
or anything under the sun, he feels that the suc- 
cess of the play depends upon him. If the tra- 
gedian were to fall sick, to oblige the manager 
and that the public nuit not be disappointed, 

acbeth, or Richard ITI.” 

_ “Pray ye enter, my lords!” cried 

| suddenly throwing wide the door. 
awaits ye!” 

Thus adjured, the guests entered, and Leoline 

received them ina manner which blended bs 


Sammy, 
‘‘Her grace 


| complaisance of a modern coquette with 


dignity affected by a stage queen. 
As her eyes rested upon Gopte a quick flash 
of admiration came into them, and witha swift 
glance she scanned him from head to foot. 
The young man experienced a hot thrill, like 


| the intoxicating flush of wine. If this woman 


was to have any ay over him, she would 
| sway him through his baser nature. 

Looking on, a smile of evil satisfaction came 
into the Curate’s face. Instinctively he bid his 
mouth with his hand as he reflected: 

“In the full light of this one’s beauty he will 
forget the fleeting impression of that other. 
How his face lighted up at sight of her! But, 
ah! he must never cross her path, No! no! she 
is not for such ashe. Sordid as is her Hig ee) 
her future shall be one blaze of splendor! An 
he—he shall contribute his mite! Ha! hal so 
long as I purvey such delicate morsels for his 
| palate, he will be in no mood to scan over-closely 
| the ebb of his gold. Gold! gold!—the before 

which all men bow down in worship!’ 

Aloud he said: : 

“Sammy, champagne—and without stint.” 

“ What, knave!” cried Sammy to an attend- 
ant, ‘‘ bestir thyself and bear hither the spark- 

_ ling nectar of the gods—the ambrosial cup that 
warms the soul with the fire of genius and wings 
the sluggish tongue with eloquence!” 

And this imperial mandate was emphasized by 
& majestic wave of the hand. 

Soon the potent liquid to flow, and the 
woman to weave her spell of coquetry; and 
when the Curate withdrew on some formal ex- 
cuse, his absence was scarcely noticed. 

Flushed with the generous wine and the witch- 

| eries - his companion, Bowie raised his brim- 


¢ glass. 

a sd Beauty—the royalty to which kings do 
homage!” he cried; and drained 
his eyes fixed meaningly on hers. 

The woman gazed into his with her bright 
eyes, her lips parted, showing her white, even 
teeth, and a blush mantled her dimpled cheeks, 
To the eye she seemed tarevel in his admiration. 
He did not know that it was a piecé of finished 
acting, and that the soft color was brought to 
her cheeks by a, voluntary effort, partly by hold- 
ing her breath. 

hen she matched his gallantry. 

‘To Valor !—the kingly attribute before which 
Beauty gladly bows!” she replied. 

Once more her eye ran. over his magnificent 

with so meaning a glance that its course 
seemed traced in fire. “i 


{ 
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| self up as if on parade, and screw 
_ to one side, executed a bugle flourish like a ver- 
his glass with | 


| however, cut short the youth’s mimic 


The man’s hand fell upon. that of the siren, 
and closed with a Eripe that, almost hurt her. 
His eyes flashed and his cheeks flushed, as he 
Loge Pils 2 with words of passion trembling 
on. his lips. 

Dextrously the actress withdrew her. hand 
from his, and rose, touching a bell which stood 
on the table. 

“T beg your pardon, sir,” she said, in dulcet 
cadences, *“‘ but my hour for retiring is come 
and I have to be thus rigid, with even my bes 
friends. The life of an actress is wearing atrbest, 
and I know that you would not ask me to break 
a rule which my healthsoimperatively demands. 
See! you have been so entertaining that I have 
let you run ten minutes over the hour.” 

In the doorway of the green-room Bowie 
clasped in both of his the hand the lady extend- 
ed to him, and said: 

£ a least, you will permit me to see you again 
soon. 

“You must curry favor with his Reverence,” 
said Leoline, smiling at the Curate, who now 
made his appearance. ‘I give you leave to 
come as often as he will bring you.” 

And with a lingering smile she dismissed him, 
closing the door. 

The Curate put his arm through that of his 
companion, and Bowie would have walked 
blindly out of the play-house, but the former 
whispered; 
aie the way, we are forgetting the wine 

i 

“IT beg your pardon,” said the yo man, 

placing his pocket-book in the hand of the ptber: 
‘Will you oblige me by attending to it?” 

A minute later they were walking in the cool 
night air, and the Curate said: 

‘** Well, is she not a queen?” 

But Bowie was so engrossed in thought that 
he either did not bear or heed the question. 

A crafty smile overspread the gambler’s 


face, 

“He has forgotten that other,” he muttered, 
‘and is ripe for my sickle, Ha! ha! the golden 
grain!—the golden grain!” 

That night Bowie scarcely knew whether he 
lost or won; but the Curate was well informed 
on the subject, and as he crinkled the cri 
notes and chinked the coin his craft transfe 
from the pockets of the younger man to his 
own, he muttered: 

“For thee, sweet Miriam !—all for thee!” 


While Bowie was taking leave of Leoline in 
the door of the green-room, a man standing in 
the shadow of the wings was watching them, 

_A look of jealousy clouded his face, and a 
ac cen escaped his lips. 


a 


CHAPTER III. 
BIRDS OF A FEATHER, 

THe man who from the wings of thestage had 
observed Leoline’s parting with James iwi 
was, perhaps, forty years of age, with tha 
build which gives a dignified carriage without 
warranting the epithet corpulent. 

He was dressed in black, a large diamond in 
his shirt-bosom, being the only attempt at or- 
namentation. : ; 

His hair curling close to his head and his 
wiry mustachios and imperial indicated that he 
was a Frenchman; yet he had a hard, calcula- 
ting self-possession altogether uncharacteristic 
of that volatile nation. 

Where an ordinary Frenchman would have 
rushed forth with distracted upbraidings of 
 seagi fury, M. Raoul de Calignay stood with 
owering brows, gnawing his mustache and 
phd casi his imperial, and muttered in a deep, 

‘ttural voice: 

“cc A h pr 

When the Curate and Bowie were gone, M. 
de Calignay emerged from the stage wings, 
walking with a slow, firm step. 

At sight of him the gocd Bardolph drew him- 
his mouth 


itable he 

An impatient frown from M. de Calignay, 

an 
ong a rather crestfallen air he stepped ) one 

e, 

The Frenchman walked straight to the green- 
room door and knocked an imperious summons. 

A voice called: 

* Entrez !” (enter.) 

M. de Calignay swung wide the door, entered, 
and closed it behind him, 

Every motion was marked by that assertion 
of authority which is Lees ge by displeasure, 

A smile of welcome lighted the actress's face, 
and a flush of pleasure mantled her cheek, as she 
advanced with light step to receive her guest. 


BOWIE, THE KNIGHT OF CHIVALRY. 


But the smile faded into a look of questioning 
anxiety, as she detected his mood. 

“ What has annoyed you, Raoul?” she asked, 
and would have placed her hands on his shoul- 
ders; but he waved her back. 

“T pray you to be seated, ma’m’selle. 
sure you, your kind solicitude is a 
at ze true valuation!” sneered the 
with cutting politeness. 

At this rebuff the woman drew back with 
haughty surprise. 

“‘Tt is monsieur’s humor to be displeased with 
me,” she said, evidently at a lossto account for 
his mood. 

‘*Verefore?” sneered the Frenchman, 

““T know of no cause,” 

** Allons ! Ma’m’selle is just from ze caresses of 
her lover—a bagatelle!”—(and the Frenchman 
spread his fingers, shrugged his shoulders, cant- 
ed his head to one side, arched his brows and 
drew down the corners of his mouth in a gri- 
mace of intense iromy)—“ has she note the same 
smile for me?” 

‘Pray explain yourself. I have but one 
lover, and you know it,” 

“Ze woe gee tye who has 

resence—parbleu ! he is not’ing. 
z The woman smiled. ¢ 

“You need feel no concern on his account, 
I never saw him until an hour ago.” 

‘‘ And from look, vord and gesture,.one would 
¢’ink you have known each other for year!” 

A ripplin con bag the genuine mirthfulness of 
which could not be questioned, issued from the 
actress’s lips. . 

‘*T assure har the love, if any, is ail on his 
side,” she said. ‘*He is a young ui iot whom the 
Curate brought, to further his own purposes— 
and I need give you no light on that head. [I 
erjoy his champagne, and repay him in smiles 
that cost nothing. The Curate then fleeces him 
at cards, which obyiates the necessity of you 
lending the old sharper the wherewithal to 
gratify his insane passion for gambling. So 
we make, all round—don’t you see? Come, 
Raoul! you know me too well to entertain so 
senseless a jealousy. Sit down and I will coax 
you into humor.” 

With playful force she pushed him into a 
chair, then sat downin his lap, twined her warm 
arms about his neck, and with a passionate 
tenderness that would have convinced a satyr 
that he was beloved, kissed him on either cheek, 


and lastly on the lips. Abia vid tects 


oo she exclaimed. 
me’ 

The man gazed upon the wealth of beauty, all 
pulsing with warm life, there within the circle 
3 pis $50 and his cheek flushed and his eye 

& 

‘‘T am an infernal fool!” he exclaimed. 

‘You weré, but under my treatment you are 
convalescing rapidly,” laughed Leoline. 

“However, I do not like ze idea of our good 
friend ze Curate using you for such a purpose.” 

‘‘Where isthe harm? He makes money by 
the operation, and I get good company and 

wine. 

“Good company, no doubt!” with a grimace. 

‘* What! are you going to have a relapse?” 

‘Not while you look at me like zis!” 

‘““And do I ever look at you otherwise, my 


king ?” 

She brought her face, all aglow with ion- 
ate love, close to his, so that he could feel her 
warm breath on his cheek, and with her lus- 
trous eyes gestae te his. 

It was sweet flattery, and he smiled fondly 
back at her as he replied: 

‘‘ Tt always comes to ze same thing with you. 
Isurrender at discretion. All ze same, I hate 
ze Curate and his friends.” 

‘‘ His Reverence is, or will be, valuable to 

ou.” 
mn Zerefore I tolerate him.” 

“ What is the value of the estate to which he 
fs heir?” j 

‘* A quarter of a million pounds sterling!” 

‘¢ A million anda quarter of ourmoney! Ah! 
what rare jewels that would buy |” 

“« 4 woman’s appreciation!” : 

‘‘ But would you not have me beautiful?” 

‘You are sufficiently beautiful now, ma 
belle!” 

‘‘ Beauty unadorned! I hate it! Amd if he 
got all this money, he would lavish it on that 
white-livered little by te, Miriam !” 

‘0 ze last penn 

“Bah! [ hide bes, with her baby face and 
mnocent ways!” 

‘‘ Beauties seldom admire each other!” 

ve She a beauty! Dare you compare her with 
me? 

A put of jealous antipathy dyed the actress’s 


[ as- 
reciated— 
renchman, 


just left your 


‘Certainly she is not beautiful as you are 
beautiful.” 

“There is not enough of her, and her blood is 
as cold and thin as ice-water! Jewels would be 
thrown away'on her skinny arms and neck and 
bosom! Ha! ha! who would adorn a skeleton? 
I tell you I hate her! and before she should tri- 
umph over me thus, 1 would tear the gems from 
her person with my own hand!” 

In her jealous fury the actress raised her 
clenched right hand, and shadowed by passion 
her beauty appeared in its most terrible mgs 

“Tf you could act like zat,” cried M. de 
Calignay, “ you would make ze Lucretia Borgia 
adorable!” 

Not heeding the compliment conveyed by 
look as well as word, the woman kept on: 

‘“ Why does not this dolt of a father get this 
gold that is his by right?” * 

“Tt can be got only by due process of law 
and Jaw is ze expensive luxury. When he sha 
break a pharo bank, it is his e to under- 
take ze procurement of zismoney. Zen Miriam 
shall roll in luxury, to make up for all ze priva- 
tion. It is ze dream of his life.” 

‘‘Never to be realized! Raoul, that money 
must be yours.” 

* Ours, ma belle!” 

* Ah! do you love me s0?” 

‘* What can I have apart from you?” 

With a smile of og gy the woman laid 
her cheek against his. 

**And what have ae done to make this money 
ours, Raoul?” she asked, fondly dwelling on the 
word that identified their fortunes. 

*T have lent him money from time to time, of 
which he keeps no account, and hold his ac- 
knowledgments for a hundred times ze money 
actually advanced.” 

‘But this could cover only a small portion of 
his immense fortune.” 

“True. In addition, be must make me his 
agent in zis business; and it will be strange if 
some of ze gold do not stick to my finger!” 


“Raoul, I want itall/ Ishall grudge every 
cent that goes to the little psalm-singer! What 
does she want with riches?” 


“Well! well! we shall see! We have ample 
time to plot, and Quirk is ze living compendium 
of leea} trickery.” 


eS Spuicke 
“ A dog of a lawyer, to whom I say—‘ Come /” 
—and he comes—! Go/ and he goes. ‘ Lie down 
im yonder mud-puddle zat Imay walk across 
dry-shod on your worthless carcass |’—and flop 
down he goes.” 

“ And you can trust him?” 

**So long as I keep his neck in a noose. He 
has ze exaggerated terror of prison walls; and 
a@ word from me would commit him to an apart- 
ment five ei with white-washed- walls 

t five by eight, with whit hed- wall 
and furniture which makes up for scantiness by 
being substantial.” 

‘“‘Ah! how I hate her!” persisted Leoline. 
“Tf you can rob her of every os I will re- 
pay you by a warmer love, if possible!” 


The day following that on which the forego- 
ing dialogue took place was Sunday. The Ey. 
city did not close her theaters. In fact the Sab- 
bath was rather a gala day. 

As Leoline came from the — the last time 
that night, Bardolph presented her with an ex- 
quisite bouquet. . 

“Tt is from Miss Miriam,” he said. ‘‘ Though 
the harsh will of her stern parent denies her the 


3 


such care that not one of its petals was. dis- 
beG, 4 
And what of Miriam? Let us see. ; 


CHAPTER IV. 
THE PICNIC. 


In a retired street in the French quarter of 
the Crescent City, where rents are chéap, stands 
a house of as little pretensions as any in the row. 
Ascending to the third flat, we knock at a door 
which has a neat carpet rug before it, and are 
admitted by a girl whose delicate beauty im- 
presses us like a poem. Everything about her 
person is in perfect taste, though the material 
of her dress indicates poverty. 

We being invisible, her glad smile of welcome 
is bestowed on the great hulking fellow who 
came up the stairs after us three at a time, she 
thinking that it was he who knocked. 

“Are you ready, Miss Miriam?” he cries, tak- 
ing both her hands, and grinning in extrava- 
gant delight. ‘“‘Such a day was ne’er vouch- 
safed for 1 aa and her Antony! The very 
birds seem to know when you’re coming.” 

“‘ Nonsense, Sammy !” laughed the girl. ‘One 
would think you an old beau, by your flattery. 
Here is the basket.” 

Sammy followed her into the room, which 
was @ Epes res? of neatness, albeit everything in- 
dicated much care and slight expense. 

“Fair priestess of this enchanted realm,” cried 
Sammy, “ this basket’s weight would scarce vex 
thy dainty arm. My little finger suffices for 
the task of bearing it!” 

“It’s a pity we haven’t more to put in it, 
Sammy; but when my ship comes in I'll load 
you down with g things,” said the girl, 

sete though a slight shade passed over 
er face. 

‘Out upon my scurvy tongue!” cried the 
youth, in melodramatic remorse, “I'll swear 
that this goodly hamper holds what would pro- 
vision an army, and groan beneath the burden. 


Ugh! ugh!”—putting the picnic basket on his 


shoulder, and pretending to totter under it. 
** Miss Miriam, ou are Her Maj , the Queen, 
and J am your Lord Purveyor! 

“‘T will make you Warden, also, and Keeper 
of the Great Key of State, if you will lock the 
door,” laughed the girl, all her cheerfulness 
comin, k. 

“T hear but to obey! But first I sug, that 
= scan my apparel, and see that I do Your 

esty proper honor.” : 

© girl ran her eye over his dress which had 
been much simplified in accordance with her 
suggestions. Sammy had sacrificed everythin 
that his heart held dearest, save a flaming-re 
neek-tie and an enormous glass brilliant in his 
shirt-bosom. mi 


“Ub! you'll do splendid! Come on; tor we 


haven’t a minute of this glorious day to waste.” 
And the girl ran lightly down the stairs. ° 
“Tis a day for a princess’s bridal i aud I hope 


it will put some roses in your pale cheeks before 
night.’ 
“Don’t croak, Sammy; I’m the picture of ro- 


bust health, and you know it.” 

“Yes, if sitting up until after midnight over 
your needle can add to good health. What 
would the Curate say if he knew?” 


“Hush! or I'll have you beheaded for high » 


treason! Who could grumble on such a day as 


| this? Just look at the sky! Oh! Inever was so 


nates of witnessing thy spe ha Rae is her | 
a 


eart with thee. And this day her love 


for. thee led her to gather this slight tribute in’ 


the wildwood.” 

‘“‘Ob! I am delighted!” cried the actress, re- 
ceiving the bouquet with all the outward man- 
ifestations of gratefil pleasure. “How kind 
and thoughtful of her. ut, Sammy, we know 
no one else half so sweet—do we?” 

The face of the youth lighted up with an ex- 

ression that attested his devoted love for 


mm. 
“Leo!” he cried, forgetting his pomposity in 
honest delight, “she is an sesh eae cortes 
brick to say so!” 

‘“‘Thank you for your comparison, Master 
Bardolph!” cried the actress, flushing scarlet 
with chagrin in spite of herself. 

**Oh! I didn’t mean,” began Sammy, floun- 
dering in confusion. 

“There! Of course not. Shut the door, 
please.” 

When she had thus dismissed him, she held 
oe Besant at arm’s-length and glaring at it, 
cried: 

“Hah! if I could treat you as my hatred 
prompts, I would trample you to atoms under 
my feet!” 

ut, nevertheless, she put it in-a vase with 


happy!” 

“Well, I’m done. And here comes our car, 
What, ho! charioteer! rein in thy chafing steeds! 
Her Majesty would ride in grand triumphal 


procession. All these are Your Highness’s royal . 


_ Subjects, who ride with you at five cents a 
head 1 


| fast filling w 


Although it was Sunday—or, better, because 
it was ig the streets of the gay city were 
th pedestrians, and the car which 
Sammy’s fancy converted into a royal chariot 
was crowded with pleasure-seekers, bound for 
the picnic grounds lying to the north of the city. 
‘ore than one face relaxed with a smile of 
admiration for the flower-like beauty of the girl, 
in such marked contrast with the ungainliness 
of her escort, 


But one pedestrian stopped short in ‘his bur+ 


ried re with a sharp ejaculation: 

James Bowie, whose very dreams had been in- 
vaded by visions of Leoline’s Maa ay beauty, 
and who had risen to walk off in the cool morn- 
ing air the fever that throbbed through his 
veins, came to a dead halt and felt the blood re- 
cede on his heart at sight cf Miriam, in every- 
thing so different. ; 

The night before he had seen ony ee figure; 
now her face was revealed in all its classic pu- 


_Tity of outline, Its perfect oval was framed in 
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BOWIE, 


brown hair that fell in natural waves, each 
thread of that exquisite fineness often marked 
in the intellectual type of woman. Her lips 
were not full, like Leoline’s; but delicate and 
perfectly chiseled. Here eyes were a soft, con- 
stant gray. Her skin was pure white, with that 
pallor which shows blue veins on the temples, 
giving her an aspect of almost saintly purity. 

All this Bowie added to that willowy grace of 
figure which had gehgnt his attention the. night 
before, and the spell of the enchantress, Leoline, 
was broken! 

This appealed to all that was highest in his 
nature, finwing restfulness and peace; that 
perturbed his soul with the mania of passion. 

iriam bore with her the atmosphere of home 
with all that haloes heaven approved wifehood 
and motherhood—the smiles and prattle of chil- 
dren, the croon of the lullaby song, the cool 
hand pressed lovingly on the throbbing brow, 
and the low voice of prayer. Leoline suggest- 
ed only the glare of blazing chandeliers, the 
clink of wine-glasses, and the heartless laughter 
of revelry. 

With a swelling of the heart and _a sense of 
the unworthiness of his life, James Bowie got 
on the rear platform of the car, standing so 
that Miriam could not see him among the crowd. 

“Tt must be she,” he mused. ‘‘ The same 
form—the same walk. There cannot be two 
like her. What is she doing with these theater 
people and this old gambler? This is the lout J 
saw at the green-roomdoor. Andshe is so pure 
and so superior to them all! I wish I could get 
her out of such company. 

“Bah! what am I, to put on airs with her 
friends? It is the pot calling the kettle black! I, 
a slave smuggler, and gambler to boot!” 

Standing there amid that laughing, chattin 
crowd of pleasure-seekers, the man looked bac 
over his past life, and there were passages dark 
enough to contrast painfully with the ideal he 
had built up of the young girl whose name even 
as yet wes unknown to a 

Meanwhile the subject of his thoughts was 
seated in the car, where her frail beauty had 
induced a young man to offer her his seat, 

Sammy stoodin the center of the car, hangin 
onto the straps, so that his coat-sleeves slippe 
down, exposing his lank arms almost to the el- 
bow. Bending to es in Miriam’s ear, he 
anused himself and ber by giving characters to 
the other occupants of the car. 

One corpulent old lady, who fanned herself in 
a manner that suggested to his grotesque fancy 
the moma of an elephant’s ear, he called the 
Queen Dowager. Some pretty girls were maids 
in waiting. <A tall, dark-lookng man with a 
ep eeumcpodesn frown, was the headsman, 
And so on, 

But when the 
delight knew no 

“Alight, fair 
bower 1s carpe 
ed with jasmines, acacias and magnolias! 


pene ground was reached, his 
unds. 

rincess!”? he cried. ‘Thy 
with velvet moss, and. foe 


hidden choir is waiting to regale thee with 
its minist ! All nature cries: Welcome! 
Welcome! elcome! thrice welcome to owr 


Miriam flushed scarlet with embarrassment as 
Sammy handed. her from the car, his enthusias- 
tic address drawing alleyesupon her. Many 
amiled approval, as if ready toindorse Sammy’s 
sentiments; but the girl was glad to escape their 
scrutiny, and’so hastened away, murmuring: 

“Ob Sammy! you ought to be ashamed of 
yourself 7 

So began the bright day, when one whose 
head and heart often ached with weary labor 
and anxiety put her care aside for the hour, and 
sought the balm that only nature can give. 

he trees with their swaying floral censers, 
the birds with gay bere? and mellow notes, 
the busy insects, and most of all the blue sky 
with its silent cloud-ships borne to unknown 
harbors under the distant horizon, wero full of 
delight for her. Standing on the verge of the 
ienic ground and looking toward the swamp, 
he deep, dark wood was a realm of mystery, 
and her fancy traversed its secret retreats with 
a sense of awe. ap 
To escape the scrutiny of strangers, Miriam 
penetrated the wood that. skirted..the general 
picnic ground to a silvan nook shut in from ob- 


servation. Here she spread a snowy table- 
cloth, and arranged on it, with her peculiar 
taste, the simple repast that Sammy dignified 


by the name of the ‘‘ the royal banquet.” 

It consisted of bread and butter, some cold 
meat, a simple cake, a glass of jelly, and fruits 
—that was all; yet so set off was it with flowers 
and mosses that she and Sammy gathered, that 
it looked like a fairy feast. 

_ “Ho! all ye spirits of cireumambient air!” 


| THE KNIGHT OF CHIV 


' eried Sammy, “ gather round our festal board! 


Bear high your brimming beakers—” 

‘One moment, Sammy,” interrupted the girl. 
“Do you know?—we haven’t anything to putin 
the beakers! As we can’t afford wine,,suppose 
you get some water? Don’t you remember?— 
we passed a barrelful in the center of the 
grounds.” 

“ Mistress Miriam,” replied Sammy, “ your 
word ismy law. Ariel’s self could not be more 
fleet than I;.and this silver urn a et upa 


| tin-pail—‘‘ shall bear my liquid treasure 


“Sammy, you are too for anything!” 
laughed the girl, merrily, ‘‘See that you re- 
member to rinse your silver urn, Now, 
bare ag 

‘“ Madam, I will away!” 

And Sammy went as he had seen pages with- 
draw from the stage. 

Left to herself, and viewing her banquet- 
spread critically, Miriam concluded that its de- 
guranion would be perfect if she had a few more 

erns. 

With her, execution followed quick upon con- 


| ception; and with a light step she set out for 
_ the plants she required. The quest of them 


took her deeper into the w toward the 
swamp, and their exquisite beauty carried her 
from group to group, as each presented some 
real or fancied superiority, 
She had thus wandered further than she in- 
tended, and had her arms full of herbal tro- 
hies, when she heard a sound like a child cry- 


ng. 
Tnetantly the mother nature in her was arous- 
ed, and with a look of anxiety she murmured: 
‘ObJ some little one has wandered away and 


‘ got lost!” 


The sound was in the direction of the swamp 
and too quick of sympathy to take thought of 
self or to fear the shadows of the dark wood she 
hastened toward it. 

Where she had now penetrated few flowers 
grew, since the vines and mosses, densely inter- 
woven among the tree-tops, shut out, the sun- 
light; and the birds that sailed through the 
somber aisles looked like bats. 

In spite of the obstructions in her path—and 
the creepers clung to her dress as if loth to let 
her pass—the girl hastened forward, until she 
came to a spectacle that froze the blood in her 
veins, 

In an open glade, where a bayou set in from 
the swamp, crouched a huge alligator, not less 
than fifteen feet in length! 

Too late Miriam remembered that this treach- 
erous reptile is known to use a cry similar to 
that of a child as a decoy. ‘ 

At sight of her the monster thrashed the her- 
bage with his tail, and, with a speed that would 
have out-stripped her running on an unobstruct- 
ed course, charged her with open jaws! 


CHAPTER V. 
‘““YOU MUST NOT KNOW MB!” 

‘* DopGE to one side! He cannot follow you. 
Dodge to one side, Isay!”’ 

Led by the subtle fascination of this girl’s 
pure beauty, in such marked contrast with that 
of the siren who had so perturbed his passionate 
nature, James Bowie had followed Miriam, to 
be at band in her time of sore need. 

With one terrified glance in his direction the 

irl did as he bade her, narrowly escaping the 
owe that opened like a huge trap. 

The clumsy monster turned, 
stood between it and its prey, and thrust a 
cudgel into the yawning throat. The iron 
jaws closed upon it with a snap, crunching it 
to atoms, but the reptile recoiled painfully 
wounded. 

Instantly Bowie turned, caught the terrified 
girl in his arms, and bounded away with her to 
a tree, where he set her in safety among the 


but a bold man | 


\ 


ALRY.’ 


now stood perfectly motionless, Bowie went to 
tol into one of its eyes, then leaped out of dan- 


er. 
The dying convulsions of the monster were 


! 
| its head, and taking fair aim, discharged his pis- 
| 


terrible, and under the lash of its tail the rank. 
vegetation was torn asif bya whirlwind. It 
lasted but a moment, however, when death still- 


' ed all, 


SS ee ee eee eee 


branches, and turned to meet the foe that was 


charging him furiously. 
As he had directed Miriam, he now sprung to 
one side, and, as the alligator » leaped 


upon its back. 
Taken thus at a disadvantage, the ungainly 
monster sought to cast its bold rider, by rush- 
ing hither and thither, forward and backward 
and by lashing its tail. But the scale armor o 


this weapon prevents its near approach to the | 


back, and Bowie could crouch beneath its sweep 
and laugh at the vain attempts of the reptile to 
reach him, ‘ 

Failing in every effort, the alligator would 
have plunged into the bayou, and, in its own 
element, become master; but, catching up a 
handful of mud, Bowie plastered it over the 
creature’s eyes, and the formidable monster 


sto short, utterly helpless. 
2 aco fron, his 


strange steed, which 


And now he was the recipient of her thanks. 
And she was a famous hero worshiper, with her 
clinging ways, her soft voice, and her clear, 
searching eyes, 

The man whom a wild beast could not daunt 
was so embarrassed by the gratitude of this sim- 
le, pure-hearted girl that he almost hailed 
Fees unmusical voice with a feeling of re- 

of. 

‘What, ho! What, ho! What, ho! Hath 
egies Fate torn my mistress from me? Yield 

er back, ob, ye dryads and satyrs!” 

“Oh, Sammy!” cried Miriam 
smile of delight; and turning to 
added in her usual tone: “I 
came with me.” 


with a sudden 
her companion, 


t is a friend who 

‘Hail! all hail, most sovereign lady! I 
thought—” 
niet jammy, this gentleman has just saved my 

'e 7 

‘Just done what?” asked the youth, staring 
blankly from one’to the other. 

“Just saved my life! Iwas attacked by an 
alligator! See—there it lies dead.” 

Sammy gazed at the dead reptile in white- 
Eppa awe, then with deep emotion addressed 

owie: . 

‘Sir, if it would repay you in any degree for 
what you have done, t would lay down my 
hands for you to walk upon!” 

‘Oh, Sammy! that is so like you!” murmur- 
ed Miriam, resting her cheek against his arm 
and raising her tearful eyes to his face. 

‘That boy is no fool,” reflected Bowie, recall- 
ing his introduction to him at the green-room 
door. ‘‘ There was never more genuine pathos 
than in his voice and look now.” 

With a respect which a moment before he 
would not have thought possible, he grasped the 
youth’s hand. 

While James Bowie recovered his knife, which 
he had dropped in his novel ride, this dialogue 
passed rapidly between Miriam and Sammy: 

“Do you suppose He would object to ta 


sem the man who has just saved your 
e 

“That was why I asked. That must make a 
difference,” 


‘*T should think so!” 

‘*T want to ask him to lunch with us.” 

‘*Of course, Why not? 

The invitation was extended, and accepted 
more gladly than she knew. 

In spite of herself, Miriam could not appear 
at ease, and to draw attention from her, Sammy 
brought forward his most extravagant conceits, 

Through his fancy the snowy bread became 
ambrosia, the water nectar, and himself a male 
Hebe, the cup-bearer of the gods. 

It was after the repast was over that he made 
his he unlucky ‘peel 

‘Methinks, my lord, I have met thee before, 
when the Castle of the Lady Leoline was honor- 
ed b thy presence.” 

“Yes,” said Bowie, ‘and I have also had the 
honor of being of slight service to Miss Miriam 
on a former occasion.” 

** To me?” exclaimed the girl. 

‘No longer ago than last night, before the St. 
Charles Hotel. Are you not the same?’ 

‘* And you are the gentleman who—” 

The girl turned e and seemed to shrink 
from him in affright. 

“T beg your pardon for recalling an unpleas- 
ant occurrence,” said Bowie, not a little cha- 
grined at his faux pas. 

“Tt is not that,” said Miriam, evidently in 

t distress and perplexity; ‘‘ but I cannot— 

h! how can I tell ‘you, when I owe you so 
much? I did not know that you were the gen- 
tleman who protected me from insult. I did 
not see you then, so that I could not recognize 
’, And now you will think me so un- 


““T beg that you will dismiss the whole subject 
from your thoughts.” 

“* But I must tell you. And, oh! indeed it is 
a matter over which I have no control! And 
you witll not think me ungrateful?” cried the 
girl, taking his band in hers and raising her 


tearful eyes a lingly to his face. 
“No,” said Bowie, gravely, “I will not think, 
you ungratrful.” 


‘“‘Well, I must make a request which will 
seem strange to you, and yet I cannot explain, 


Our acquafitance must stp here and now, and 

you must not try to find out who I am, nor 7 

to know me, if we meet by accident, Oh! 
know that you feel hurt!” 

‘*Go on,” said Bowie, striving to conceal the 

in which was far deeper than she imagined, 
a ln it sprung from @ different source. 

‘* And you must never speak of what has oc- 
curred to-day, nor mustSammy. Oh! will you 
forgive me? Indeed! indeed! I do appreciate all 
that I owe you, and the shameful return I am 
making—” 

“Say no more, I beg of you. Of course your 
motives are correct. Ido not seek to know them, 
‘You may rely on my discretion. And now 
since ny, peneence is painful to you, I will bid 


you & -by ’ une 

‘Oh! how can I let you go like this? J 

“T know what you feel, and that is sufficient 
for me, Good-by.” 

He bowed and was gone. 

‘Why, what is it all about?’ asked Sammy, 
as the girl sunk on the ground in tears. 

‘‘Sammy, father saw me on the street last 
night, returning from, the delivery of work that 
had to be taken home. Before the St, Charles 
aman attempted to stop me, and Mr. Bowie 

ushed him aside, Father was furious about it, 

thought he would curse me. He forbade me 
ever to appear in the street again unattended, 
after dark, on any pretext whatever. He seem- 
ed terribly afraid that I should form the ac- 

uaintance of Mr. Bowie, though I assured him 
that I had not seen his face and should not know 
him if I were to meet him. But he persisted, 
and commanded-me, if the gentleman ever 
sone me out, to have nothing to do with him. 
And now I have obeyed !” 

“Miriam,” said the boy, with baggie 
concern in his eyes, ‘‘ why is your father so de- 
termined that you shall form no acquaintances 
among pentbeenyst any one else, for that 
matter : 

““T don’t know, Sammy; our day is spoilt. 
Let us go home, 

But ei was a better and wiser friend 
than that. By argument and persuasion he se 
her out with nature until, the shadows of the 
tropical night began to fall; and when again 
they found themselves amid the stir and bustle 
of the crowded city, the thoroughfares were 
ablaze with light from the shop windows and 
the entrances of places of amusement. 

As they ascended the dark stairway to Miri- 
am’s home (lights are a luxury in cheap lodg- 
ings!) they became aware that some one was 
hurriedly pacing the floor. 

“Tt is the Curate!” whispered Sammy, and 
immediately added: ‘‘I beg your pardon!—your 

ather.’ 

‘‘Ob! he is in one of his moods to night!” re- 
flected the irl, with quickening heart-beats. 

To ry she whispered: 

‘‘Let me goin alone. Here is the bouquet for 
Leoline, Good-night.” 

‘J wish I could help you!” said the youth, 
wistfully. 

‘No! no! 

“ Good- ; 

Reloctenttiee he turned, after pressing her 
hand, and slowly went back down the steps. 

Her heart swelling with grateful affection, 
the girl listened until his footsteps died away, 
then opened the door and entered her home. 


Src cannot, Good-night!” 
t. 


CHAPTER VI. 
THE SLAVE OF A PASSION. 


Tux Curate was pacing the room, striking his 
hands together excitedly, with flushed face and 
flashing eyes. Old age seemed to have fallen 
from him like a discarded mantle, 

‘‘ Ah! these dingy walls—how I hate them!” 
he muttered. ‘‘They are stealing the beauty 
from your cheeks, like flowers blooming in the 
shade. Your home should and shall be hung 
with silken tapestry, carpeted with Indian rugs, 
and decorated with all that the world holds of 
beauty. Ah! Miriam, my darling, the night of 
sorrow and privation is past-—the resplendent 
dawn of happiness and luxury is at hand.” 

Is if invoked by his impassioned apostrophe, 
the girl entered the room. 

“ eg hild!” 

“My dear chi 

With genuine affection he took both her hands 
and kissed her on the brow. And shesmiled lov- 
ingly, yet sadly, her eyes humid with deprecat- 

1 


pity. 

a What! tears?” cried the Curate—“ tears, 
when all is to be sunshine and happiness !—tears, 
when you are to have your house in town an 
your villa in the country !—tears, when you are 
to rollin your carriage on the boulevard, and 
dazzle the world of fashion with the splendor of 
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your diamonds at the ceremonial ball!—tears 
when your every wish is to be catered to, an 
the world is to be at your feet !—tears—” 

‘‘Father, stop!l—voh, stop!” sighed the girl. 
“Why will you not abandon this vain dream?” 

‘Dream? Ay, it. has been but a dream! 
But to-night comes the awakening to a glorious 
realization !—to-night comes the full fruition of 
the hope that has eluded us through years and 
yen? of weary struggling and sickening de- 

eat! 

‘‘To-night for the first time in my life, every- 
thing conspires in my favor. The bank has not 
had a reverse for thirteen weeks—after my un- 

aralleled run of ill-luck, to-night is my thir- 
mth day of sequestration from the faro-table 
—to test the return of my luck, I tried dice this 
afternoon and threw triplet sixes three times in 
succession, followed by a throw of thirteen— 
and there is another coincidence of which I need 
not speak just now, : 

“‘ By the way you told me that you delivered 
some work last night?” 

‘‘ Yes,” replied the girl faintly. 

“For which you received?” 

‘Twenty dollars.” 

* Ah! somuch? Why, that’s a little fortune 
for these tiny hands to make! How sad that 
they should ever have to work for money! But 
never mind—they shall be covered with dia- 
monds, before the year is out, to the amount of 
twenty times twenty dollars! 

m, I havyeanidea. You haveno use for 
the money to-night. Lend it to me until to- 
morrow, and I will square it for you. en 
han can buy your own jewels. Just think!— 

ow many.belles can point to their gems, and 
say that the fingers earned their own adorn- 
ment?” 

“But, father,” objected the girl, pale with 
distress, ‘‘ our rent is overdue, and must be paid 
to-morrow,” 

“Rent!” cried the gambler, loftily; ‘‘ to-mor- 
row I shall have money enough to rent the grand- 
est palace in all New Orleans!” 

‘© But you might fail; and I would rather go 
without the gems than run such a risk.” 

The pleading of the girl, utp a to keep 
her scant earnings without wounding the vanity 
of her parent, was pathetic beyond description, 

‘But, child, I cannot fail!” criedthe Curate. 
“Tn twelve hours you may just as well havea 
hundred dollars for every one you have now.” 

“ And there is the provision-dealer. I could 
only get him to continue our credit by wpe 
him the work, and assuring him. that I woul 
pay him in full to-morrow.’ 

“What!” cried the Curate, furiously indig- 
nant, ‘‘does the scurvy knave dare to question 
my ability and readiness to meet my housebold 
expenses? Must my daughter stand my surety? 
pt I could buy and sell ascore of such ras- 
cals : 

And drawing a long pocket-book from his in- 
ner vest pocket, the Garrat displayed before the 
astonished eyes of his daughter a package of 
bank bills that made her clasp her hands and 


cry: 
Kon, father!” 

“That,” cried the Curate, dramatically, ‘is 
but the seedling from which is to spring a colos- 
sal fortune—such a fortune as the world has 
never seen!” 

He pushed Miriam from his knee and arese, 
as he spread the money out on the table; then, 
swelling with enthusiasm in contemplation of the 
vast wperations he had marked out for the 
future, continued speaking with gestures, as if 
delivering an address, 

_ “TI may as well tell you all, now that success 
isso near at hand, Do you think that I shall be 
content with the million dollars more or less, 
that I shall get out of this inheritance? No! 
every third man you meet on change has a 


million! I will not stop short of a mcney pow- 


er that shall sway the destinies of nations! 

‘* With a million dollars at command I can 
and will crush every faro bank in America! 
By that time the world will ring with my name 
and [I shall 
Europe—Baden-Baden and the rest—incognito, 
But they cannot and shall not escape! 

‘When I have no more fields to conquer in 
this direction, I shall have amassed wealth 
which will make mea veritable Monte-Cristo. 
Then I will go into the great money centers of 
the world, and take part in those operations 
around which is thrown avail of legitimacy, 
though everybody knows they are but gambling 
by anothername, Here, gray-headed gold mag- 
nates, before whom all the world has bowed as 
i will be but ripe grain before my 

e 


“ Ha! ha!—the world shall own me king!” 
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ut her arms about him, and with her head nes- 
ed against his breast and her eyes raised plead- 
ingly to his, eried: 
‘Oh, father! father! stop!—do stop!” 

“And you,” he continued, not heeding her, 
but taking her face ergy bis palms and gaz- 
ing into it with ores that blazed with excite 
ment—“ you shall be instrumental in this grand 
consummation! With your twenty dollas; and 
ten that Calignay has promised me I shall have 
thirteen hundred! Is it not fate? Thirteen 
hundred dollars! Have you marked me?¢the 
thirteen weeks of uninterrupted success on the 
part of the bank (gathering gold to swell my 
coffers!}—my thirteen days of sequestration ~ 
from the faro table—thirteen by the dice—and 
now (what I avoided speaking of a moment 
ago) thirteenhundred dollars! Allin thirteens! 
—an unlucky number; but the bank leads with 
its thirteen weeks of luck, hence the number is 
unlucky for the bank—LucKY FOR ME! Girl, 
get me the money!” 

‘Father, use what you have, if you will, but 
leave me the little sum that is to pay for our 
food to-morrow!” 

‘*No, that makes the sum complete. One de- 
fective link in the chain, and all might fail 
Shall we risk the loss of millions for a paltry 
twenty dollars?” 

“Tt is ali that we have!” 

“Peace! Get me the money at once—I com 
ment yout {toh 

She had never disobeyed him. With the pros- ' 
pect of being homeless and hun on the mor- 
row, she crossed the room @n leaden feet, un- 
locked a drawer in the dresser, and handed him 
her little purse. 

. Then she sunk into a chair with her bead on 
= og and burst a ene eu 

ith greedy eyes the gambler coun over 

the little sum of money, and added it to his 


greater amount, then put the empty purse, on 
6 table 


“Miriam,” he said, gently drawing the girl’s 
head upon his breast, and removing her hands 
from her tear-wet face, “every tear is a re- 
proach tome. Do you doubt my love?’ 

Before she could answer he enly cried: 

‘‘ Hark! there is a step in the lower hall! It 
is Calignay’s! Miriam, he must not see you in 
tears. Retireto your roo My child, do not 
leave me the recollection of that sad face. It is 
enough to reverse my luck at the very moment 
of success. Cannot you smile?” 

She smiled—oh! so sadly !—as she stood on tip- 
toe to kiss-him, Then she gh ancien from the room, 
and M. de Calignay was admitted. 

From that interview the gambler came forth 
with the round sum of thirteen hundred dollars 
hugged to his breast with savage energy. There 
was a dizzy swimming sensation of the head, a 
smell of blood in his nostrils, a humming sound 
in his ears, and dark spots floating before his 
vision. He stood on the threshold of his great 
destiny—so he thought !” 

On his part, the wily Yrenchman held 
promissory note bearing Arthur Wingate’s sig- 
nature, and the amount left blank! 


Reader, let me show you a picture which will 
tell its own sad story. , 
a long, brilliantly- 


Imagine, if you please 

lighted saloon, with tesselated floor, mirrored 
walls, and frescoed ceiling, supported by slender 
Corinthian columns and hung with chandeliers 
that are masses of glittering crystal. 

About one of the many elaborately-carved 
tables are grouped all the men in the room save 
those whose duties hold them elsewhere. On 
this table are piles of bank-notes and gold and 
silver coin which a croupier is in the act of rak- 
ing into the coffers of the ‘' bank.” 

idway on one side of the table sits a man 
small in stature, d in speckless broadcloth 
and immaculate linen, with no article of jewelry 
anywhere visible on his person. The most 
marked characteristic of the man is slipperi- ~ 


_ ness. 


have to assail the strongholds. of | 


His hair, scant in growth, is parted in the 
middle, and brushed until it seems to hide his 


| scalp with not more tian the thickness of 


| 


sheet of paper. His beardless face and hands as 
fair as any woman’s, seem slip to the touch. 
His small, restless eyes wear the sign manual of 
insincerity. When he s s, which is seldom, 
and always in a low voice, the words seem to 
glide from his tongue. : 

As he sits now, perfectly motionless, his livid 

allor makes him look like a man of putty, only 
Lis eyes glitter like those of a snake, and there 
are lines about the corners of the mouth and the 
nostrils which remind one of a wild beast just 
about to show its teeth. 

This is Jerry Cam. , the faro-banker. 


With tears streaming from her eyes, the girl, A moment ago, after Joss ypon loss in uninter= 
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rupted succession, until the fortune he had 
spent years in amassing hung upon the turn of 
a single card, his face was as impassive as it is 
now, after that card has been turned and he 
knows that not only is his fortune secure, but 
he had added thousands of*dollars to it in this 
one night. 

The faces about the table are stamped with 
the pallor and awe that mark the presence of a 
great tragedy. One man stands with a look of 
almost helpless imbecility in his clammy face 
and the s of decrepitude in his frame. 
With dazed incredulity he watches the rake of 
the croupier sweep away his money, and with 
it all his mad hopes. 

Foran hour it seemed as if he wére destined 
to break the bank of the great Jerry Camp, un- 
til men swore that he was the ‘‘ Favorite of For- 
tune,” and rushed in to place their mites beside 
his colossal stake, and Pee, in his success, 

m in unshaken confidence in his great des- 
tiny, he doubled his stake every turn of the 


~ gards, until the crash came that overwhelmed 
him with ruin. 
The Curate has failed! Heisa beggar! 


Suddenly, without warning, he falls forward 
en the table, and so slips to the floor, to lie ax 
inanimate heap! f 


CHAPTER VII. 
A DESOLATED HOME. 

In the gray of the morning Jerry Camp sat 
in his private office, in a quandary what to do 
Curate, who lay in a dull stupor in one 
of the rooms attached to the establishment. 
Three-fourths of the sporting world had a street 
acquaintance wit? the gambler, but no one 
knew anything more about him, or who were 
his friends. 

But the dilemma adjusted itself when a stran- 
ger appeared before the faro-bank. 

He bowed with his left hand behind him, un- 
der the skirt of his coat, and thrust a card, held 
between the first and middle fingers of his right, 
at Jerry Camp, as if about to prod him with it. 
The card, greasy and grimed and frayed at the 

with long service, was disreputable and 
unwholesomie in the extreme. - 

The man was quite as disreputable in appear- 
ance ashiscard. * 

He wore a crush het which had long outlived 
Imy days. His coat of alpaca had evi- 

ly seen service .as an office coat, since the 
left picowe bore unmistakable evidences of hav- 
ing been used as a pen-wiper. It was buttoned 
close about the throat, a handkerchief, not 
overly clean, being superadded. The two sug- 
gested a soiled shirt and no collar. His panta- 
oons of black cassimere, evidently sustained by 
one suspender, hung slovenly about his feet, to 
be frayed and draggled with dirt. In keeping 
with everything that pertained to their wearer, 
his shoes were run over at the heels. 

Under his arm he carried a bag; such as Jaw- 
yers use, suggesting rather than preserving its 
original green color. 

. much forexternals, The man himself was 

@ wizen-faced, gimlet-eyed little sharper, s0 
mean that it seemed as if his soul grudged his 
bones enough flesh to cover them. His voice, 
when he spoke, was thin, as if air were an ex- 
ve commodity, or the speaker were trying 
economize lung-force by using only half a 


one, 
His style of delivery was of the “spread 
le” order. He was always addressing an 


imagina’ jury. 
Jerry Camp’s visitor introduced himself thus: 
“«Ezreth Quirk, Esq.—at your service, sir!— 
Attorney and Coun selor-at-Law, Room 49, 
‘ourth floor), No. 7 Court House Place:—re- 
ned, sir, in the interests of one Arthur Win- 
ntleman of leisure, ctherwise known— 
and doubtless to you, sir—as ‘the Curate.’ I 
am advised, gentlemen of the— (Ah! 1 beg 
ur pardon, sir! but habit is a hard master, is 
‘it not, sir?) I have received notitication—ah— 
informally—that my client is now lying on 
our premises, smitten by the hand of Divine 
ovidence; and my business here, sir, is to ef- 
fect a transfer to the bosom of his afflicted 
family. No doubt, sir, you will be glad to co- 

operate with me in the matter.” 

_ Jerry Camp received the lawyer's card, tak- 
ing it gingerly between his finger and thumb 
by the cleanest-looking corner, glanced at it, 
ascertained that Mr. Quirk had quoted its in- 
scription verbatim, and epee it on the edge of 
the table, where it could not soil anything by 

eontact. 
We may remark in passing that, before leav- 
ing the spot, Ezreth Quirk, a, stealthily re- 
himself of the card, to do service on 

ture occasions. 
“JT will have a carriage called immediately. 


a Se ese 


at my own expense,” said the faro banker. ‘TI 
am sorry that the occasion for it should have 
occurred. I thank you for relieving me from 
an embarrassing position.” 

With some difficulty the Curate was got into 
the landau which Jerry Camp procured for his 
accommodation. 

Ezreth Quirk followed, waved his hand lofti- 
ly to those who were left on the walk, saying: 

, Bie -morning, gentlemen!—good - morn- 
n 

they drove in the early morning to the 
humble lodgings of the man who had believed 
that to-day was to inaugurate the grandest 
financial career the world had ever witnessed, 

Heavy-eyed with weeping and oy tice 
Miriam answered Ezreth Quirk’s knock. 

The lawyer doffed his hat and bowed with his 
hand on his heart. 

“My dear Miss Wingate,” he said, ‘I ho 
that you will rise superior to the common weak- 
nesses of your sex. A painful duty has devolv- 
ed upon me, In the absence of my client, M. 
de Calignay, who is now out of town, I am act- 
ings as I know he would act,” 
ee pice e Sn ber n As eats bin forebod- 

, and her lips fell apart, beginning to quiver. 

‘*Wadam,” pursued the lawyer, ey be that 
you will be calm. I assure you that there is no 
cause for anxiety. The case of the defendant— 
(Madam!” with a low bow of deprecation, ‘‘ you 
will surely pardon me, if my life vocation ob- 
trudes itself occasionally into my speech!) I 
was about to say that, although your father.has 
been unfortunate, a few daysin the calm of the 
family circle, with the consolations which your 
aiupcuon will prompt, will restore him to his 
ation faut Eas, tailed ” gasped Miriam, 

father has ! 8 i - 
ing with the consciousness of all that those row 
words portended, 

“Let us hope that it will prove a grand suc- 
cess, if it cures him of—I beg your Tol a 
shall I say :—his unfortunate ston?” 

‘* He has failed!” repeated the girl, in ascared 


tone. 
“Ah! Where is he?” she gasped; and then, 
with a quavering cry: “‘ Oh, father!? ; 

‘“‘T beg that you will calm yourself. There is 
no occasion for alarm—not the least in the 
world. I came before to prepare you. We 
will fetch him ae atonce— Ah!” 

The girl heard the words “ we will fetch him 
up,” and with a sharp cry of desperation darted 
through the door and fled down the stairs as 
fast as her feet would carry her. 

Seeing her father’s recumbent in the 
landau, she inferred that he was dead, killed by 
the shock of failure, or hurried into the dread 
Hereafter by his own hand—the recourse of so 
many ruined gamblers!—and, witha shriek that 
startled the people whose vocations called them 
thus early into the street, she leaped into the 
carriage, clasped the loved form in her arms, 
and fainted away. 4 

Windows were thrown up on both sides of the 
street and heads thrust forth—some night-cap- 
ped, more frowzy from lack of that covering. 

edestrians stopped in their hurried walk and 
ran across the street; others came round the 
corners; until, with the surprising celerity with 
which crowds form in a populous city, the car- 
riage was surrounded by an excited throng, 
everybody asking everybody else what was the 
matter, or volunteering theories derived from 
data which were common to all observers—a 
man semi-unconscious and a girl wholly so ly- 
ing togethér in a carriage. 

At last fatier and erg id were got up-stairs, 
and the crowd dispersed. 

Later, Ezreth Quirk, Esq., took his departure. 

He réssed regret at his inability to serve 


— to his own family—he was a poor man, 
with a family large in proportion, or, perhaps, 
reg Corba fe him must not be neg- 
ected, 

She comprehended not a word that he uttered. 

So now she sat alone, overwhelmed. 

The morning advanced. By and by there 
came a knock on her door. 

She rose wearily—poor thing! She was faint 
with hunger, though she knew it not, having 
eaten nothing since yesterday—closed her fa- 
Yher’s door as she passed through it, and opened 
the outer door, 

She stood face to face with hér landlord—or, 
more correctly, his agent—who bowed with an 
obseqguious smile that turned her sick at heart! 

The house-agent was a man of little less than 
the ordinary stature, with flesh enough to make 
him weigh in the neighborhood of two hundred 

unds. Physically, he was a well-fed animal. 

ntellectually, he viewed everything in its rela- 
tion to his five senses, and valued it in just the 
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further, business engagements, which his | 
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| degree to which it contributed to their gratifica- 
tion. If he had any moral sense, it never oper- 
ated as a check upon his actions. His conscience 
was circumscribed by the statutory law. —- 

His bullet-head, his restless little eyes, his 
heavy lips showed cunning, cruelty, grossness, 

He put his hat under his arm while bowing. 
and entered the room rubbing his hands and 
still nodding his head at each step, the fawning: 
smile of innate sycophancy on his face. 

“ Ah! Miss Miriam, good-morning!” was his 
salutation. “A pleasant morning we’re having 
—a very pleasant morning. And you are look- 
ing well, my dear—remarkably well, Ab! what. 
would we do without youth and beauty ?—what 
indeed?” 

The girl followed the door as she opened it, 
backing out of the way of the house-agent, so 
that he could enter without passing near her. 

“ Good-morning, Mr. Gross. Beseated, if you 
please,” she said, faintly, motioning him to a 
chair at one end of the table, while she stood at 
the other end. 

“Thank you, my child! thank you!” said 
Gross, sinking into the chair with a hand om 
either knee, and continuing’ to rub his knees as 
before he had rubbed his hands together. ‘* Ahf 
Iam somewhat heavy on my feet, and these: 
stairs are long—very ese FE gerd os orwrese But, 
bless me, my dear, the sight of your charmin 
face is like a draught of old wine—it is indeed? 


4 of conversation, flushed scarlet while 
she 
speaking. : 
imidly she raised her eyes from the table to 
his face, with a mute appeal that must have 
reached the most infinitesimal soul, had there 
been such a thing in the possession of this ani- 
mal, whose business in the world was to feed 
himself on savory viands, to clothe his bod 
in wartn fabrics, and to repose on downy oe 


of ease. 

“Mr. Gross,” she said, in a choking voice, ‘I 
am pe 8 sorry that I cannot pay you the mioney 
that is due you to-day.” 

‘* Hum!” replied Gross, 

He began tostroke his stubby bzard, and the 
smile faded from his face. 

“‘ Let me see,” he said reflectively. ‘It was. 

; due—ah—last week—yes, this day week.” 

“Yes,” eee the girl, faintly. 

‘“‘ Hum—ab—does my memory serve me? It 
seems to me that you said something about some 
work that you could rely on.” 


Ny You didn’t get paid as you expected, I sup- 


Pore : 

‘Yes, I was paid,” said the girl, in a voice 

| that could scarcely ‘be heard. 

‘Then you Rt the wie How did it hap- 

| pen that you did not save it for me?” 
| The girl wrung her hands and writhed in am 
' agony of embarrassment. She could not cast 
_ the blame on her father. Yet how otherwise 
could she explain? 
| §*T eannot tell you,” she replied; ‘* but indeed 
I-fully intended to pay you. And I will get. 
Soy let you have 1he money as soon as 
‘ible. 

The house-agent knit his brows and tapped his 
foot on the ca z 

“Hum! It is a week overdue, and there is no 
' defin te prospect—” 

“*T will do the best Ican. If you will trust 

me, I will not fail you again.” 

“You see, my principal is a hard man—a 
very hard man indeed. AndJI have little or no 
discretionary power. Only last week he com- 

lied me to sell out a poor family. My heart. 

led for them,. Ah! I have no idea what be- 
came of them.” 

The gl clenched her hands together and 
quivered from head to foot, gazing at the speak- 
er with terror-distended eyes, 

“*T could wait on you last week,” pursued 
Gross, ‘‘only because my report has not to be 
rendered until to-morrow. The account must 

| be straight then, or I will receive instructions to 
proceed against you at once.” 

A shiver ran through the girl’s frame. 

“But I can’t do that,” continued the house- 
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a Shay So I'd rather pay the rent outof my own 
pocket. 
“ Oh! I can’t have you dotbat!” cried Miriam, 


quickly, 


BOWIE, 

Instinctively she shrunk from placing herself 
under persoual obligations to this man. 

“There is no other way, my dear. And I 
have always wanted to befriend you. Itisa 
shame that you should have to work so hard— 
one so young and beautiful as you. See here, 
I will take this burden cff your shoulders, Ha! 
ha! You didn’t look for fatherly benevolence 
from an old fellow like me? But, bless ye! I’ve 
got.a soft corner in my heart, Eh, my pet?” 

While speaking he caught her by the wrist 
and pulled her round to him, smiling like a 
death’s-head. 

The ery that rose to her lips she smothered by 
clenching her teeth resolutely. Concentrating 
all her energies in one desperate effort, she 
struck him full in the face and tore herself free, 
then darted across the room and seized the knob 
of her father’s door. There she turned to gaze 
at her assailant, panting. 

Thus far she had gone. instinctively seeking 
her natural’ protector; yet she knew that he 
must not be disturbed, and paused before open- 
ing the door. 4 

ele had risen to his feet, and stood purple 
with chagrin, The mark of her hand burned 


like fire. d ; 

“Well,” he said, with a sardonic grin, you 
are a striking example of female energy and 
virtue. tym one in your Tifly peodt iN t aes I 
may 8a) you are pai y prudish. I sup- 
rec 4 wi know that the good always suffer, and 
appreciate the particular penalty in your own 
case? Need I mention that your rent is secured 
by your furniture, in the contract you—or, 
more pst cake your father signed on taking 
the rooms; and that I can sell you out at an 
hour’s notice? All because of my hard-hearted 
principal, you know |” be sneered. 

The in ant words that pressed for utter- 
ance at Miriam’slips were repressed. Alas! the 
poor cannot always afford even to resent insult! 

If this man chose to put his threat into execu- 
tion, what would become of ber father? 

‘Ob! you cannot have the heart to put us 
out,” she cried. ‘‘My father is lying here ill. 
He cannot be thrust into the street.” 

“Oh! The old gambler isin the house, ishe?— 
and ill? Well, the hospital is the place for him.” 

‘¢'The hospital!” gasped the girl. 

That was what she had feared. The poor 
dread the hospital like eat A its a unreason- 
able antipathy, yet difficult to eradicate. 

‘¢ Yes,” said Gross, brutally. ‘‘He will get 
better care there than he deserves. I will send 
the ambulance and the sheriff here together,” 

Oh, I beg of you!” cried Miriam, advancing 
toward the house-agent with clasped hands. 

With a stride he got within reach, and again 

her wrist, interrupting ber witha pas- 
sionate outburst, 

“T know what ron would Say. Tf he goes to 
the hospital, he will die a dog’s death, of neglect, 
and be given to the doctors for dissection. 
Well, my haughty etd you will have the 
satisfaction of knowing that he goes there be- 
cause you have spurned the kindly offices of one 
who would befriend you and save him—” 

What’ more he might have said was inter- 
rupted by a knock; and without waiting for 
permission (which showed that the visitor felt 
at home) the door was upened. 

Leoline, the actress, tripped into the room 
with a smile on her lips, which instantly faded 
as she paused in embarrassment and gazed from 
one excited face to the other. 


CHAPTER VIII. 
LEOLINE DOES BATTLE, 
THE coming of the actress was like a ray of 
hope thrown across Miriam’s darkened path- 


ay. 
ke Oh, Leo!” she cried, and darting past the 
house-agent, cast herself on her friend's breast. 

Leoline put her arm protectingly about the 
agitated gir 

& What is the trouble, ma cherie ?” she asked, 
with simulated tenderness, kissing the hair of 
the girl. 

But Miriam could only sob and tremble, 

Next the actress turned a flashing eye on the 
house-a 

ee We 


ent. - 
i} fellow, what have you been doing to 
her?” she demanded. _ : 
“A very unromantic proceeding, madam, to 
give rise to such high tragedy, sneered Gross, 
‘I have been petitioning for my rept, already a 
week overdue, : 
“How! and have you distressed the poor 
child like this for your paltry rent? Out upon 
ou, fellow! One of her tears is worth more 
that your whole house!” ; 
Gross smiled, : 
“That sounds very nicely on the stage, ma- 
dam,” he said; ‘but if won’t balance my ac- 
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count with my principal. At the banks they re- 
cognize nothing but hard money.” 

“Money! money! it is always money! Is 
there nothing in the world but money?’ 

“It is the only legal tender, I believe,” said 
Gross, with a quiet smile, 

Here Miriam found her voice. 

“‘T have nothing to pay him, and—” 

“Yes! yes! then he must wait. Whatis more 
simple?” interrupted the actress, impatiently. 

a! to remind you that the rent is ulready 
one week overdue,” objected Gross. 

“Well, then, she will pay you in two, Will 
you not, petite 2?” 

“ But he will not wait—” 

“My report to my principal having to be ren- 
dered to-morrow, when the account must be 

uared up,” interposed the house-agent. 

“ And he threatens to sell our furniture and 
turn us into the street—” 

“ What; sell your furniture for rent!” 

** According to the terms of the contract, ma- 
dam, the rent is sd secured. We would have 
no protection against dishonest people, other- 
wise,’ 

“Dare you cal! my friends dishonest people? 

“T have not done so. But we make the con- 
tract with all alike. Then dishonest or unfor- 
tunate the result is the same to us—” 

‘““Ah! vampires that you are! dishonest ar 
unfortunate, you rob them of everything they 
have of value to swell your miser’s coffers, and 
turn them into the street to starve, or worse! 
As you say, itis all the same to you—merce- 
nary wretches!” : 

“And father is lying ill in the next room,” 
sobbed Miriam. ‘It would kill him—” 

te How! your father unwell? I had not heard 
of it.” 

“They brought him home this morning—oh! 
looking so strangely, I fear he will die!” 

“And would you turnasick man into the 
street, ghoul?’ demanded the actress, 

‘*T offered to get the ambulance and have 
him taken to the hospital,” said Gross, dog- 


gedly. 

“Phe ambulance!—the hospital!” cried Leo- 
line, in dismay. 

m “He would get better attendance there than 
ere.” ' 

‘*Ha! morister! He would be left to die of 

neglect by a lot of hirelings, then be given over 

to the butchers of doctors, to be cut to pieces 

and thrown on the first chance heap of offal, 

when he had served their purpose!” 

A gasp escaped Miriam, and she clutched the 
actress spasmodically. 

A heavy step had been mounting the stairs. 
It sioppen before Miriam’s door, and a hand not 
pe Sabet of gentleness knocked for admit- 

nee, 

Miriam started from Leoline’s embrace. 

“Tt must be the provision-dealer,” she said, in 
new distress. 

The actress went to the door to meet the new 
foe, if he came in that guise. Her frown relax- 
ed as she discovered nothing more formidable 
than a grocer’s man, with a sack of fiour on his 
pee and a basket of other provisions at his 

eet, 

“ve brung the bill, ma’am,” he said, pullin, 
off his hat as he would pull a sack of flour o 
from .a pile, and thrusting a piece of paper 
abruptly at Miriam, without looking up. 

The girl looked at the paper, wringing her 
hands in distress, and then gazed in mute ap- 
peal at the actress. 

“What is this?” asked Leoline, taking the pa- 
per from the man’s hand with something ap- 
proaching an unladylike jerk. 

“Tt’s the bill for the goods, ma’am, and the 
balance from last month. 

‘‘ Well, Miss Wingate has not the change at 
hand, She will pay it at the end of the week.” 

‘The boss sai 


day.” 

a Tell your master that there is nothing sure 
but death and stupidity. At any rate, we have 
no money, for him to-day.” 


“Then I’m to take the goods back, and the 


boss’ll come and settle the rest himself!” throw- 
ing the emphasis of sulky menace into the last 
clause. 

‘“*'Take the things back!” 

“ That’s the orders,” 

** And what will these people eat?” 

“ That’s none o’ the ’s business. 
ons he won’t let ’em live off o’ him no longer.” 

* Ah! the brute! Does he think that he will 


not be fi 

** Tt locks like it, unless he helps himself.” 

*« Silenca, you knavel” cried the actress. 
“Dare you insult those te whom you are as 
filth under foot! Go and tell 
help himself as he can!” 


Ns egy te Asis ey 
! 


; Le Ae j 
ee on ae ee , bs ye in SON —7 tt: 


Se SS LE Se a ee ae = — 


it was promised sure fur to- . 


He reck- 


your master to | 
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‘* Leo! Leo!” expostulated Miriam. 

But the actress thoroughly aroused, thrust 
thé bill into the man’s hand, continuing: 

“Take yourself and your garbage out of the 
house, instantly!” 

The man received the bill and put his hat on, 
much as he would draw on a hood. 

“See here, ma’am!—I reckon you'd better set- 
tle with me. The boss is a scorcher when he 
gits waked up,” he said pausing with his hand 
on the handle of the basket. ee 

“ That’s for your master!” cried Leoline, snap-_ 

ing her fingers in the man’s face. ‘‘ Leaye the < 

ouse, I say!” 

And she pushed the basket toward him, as if 
he could not move quickly enough for her im- 
patience, 

“ All right!—all right!” was the menacing re« 
Pier and swinging the sack of flour to his 

oulder and taking the basket from the table, 
the grocer’s man marched out of the room. 

In disgust Leoline slammed the door to. 

Gross, the house-agent, had resumed his 
where be had becqmea silent spectator ofascen@ _ 
for which he had the relish of an epicure im 
cruelty. His little pig-like eyestwinkled andhe 
rubbed his knees with evident satisfaction. The 
man—let us siy the animal was in his ele~ 
ment! 

Evidently the grocer, doubtful as to the issue’ 
of the negotiation, had accompanied his subor- 
dinate, to be at hand if the money was not 
forthcoming as agreed. 

When a moment later he appeared:on the — 
scene, he crossed the threshold with a stride 
meant to impress every one with his im- 
portance, but which from its affectedness wag 
exceedingly ludicrous, since he was built to 
take about two steps to a woman’s one, 

After one glance of defiance at Leoline, he ig- 
nored her, and turned to the house. agent, 

“T beg your pardon, sir,” he said, with affect» 
ed business-like directness. ‘ Youarea ‘ect 
stranger to me; but I wish a witness to a 
action which is imminent, My name is H 
sir—John Hogg, of Hogg & Bacon, general gro- 
and provision ese es aie 

ross bowed withou ing, an » Ho 
turned to Miriam, adi b fe nis 
ou see that I am pre , Madam, for 
any emergency. I nadeiean the law, madam, 
and Iam always prepared!” 

“We have already told that fellow bog pack ; 
ing with his truck,” cried Leoline. “Why do 
you continue to worry this poor child with your 
rigmarole about the law?” 

or at Mr, Hogg’s legal parade Miriam had 
turned faint with fear, so that Leoline had put 
her arm about her, 

In return for her interference. Mr. Hogg fa- 
vored the actress with a grand salaam of mock . 
deference, flourishing his silk hat with an im- | 
posing wave, : 

“I beg your pardon, madam!” he said. “I! 
v7 not recognize in you a party to this transac- 

jon, 

“Madam,” turning to Miriam, ‘I beg leave 
to present my bill for groceries and provisions 
had during the current month to date, with bal- 
ance due from last month,” 

And with formal solemnity he again tender- 
ed the paper which a moment before Leoline 
had treated with such contempt: 

“T cannot pay you,” said Miriam. “I have 
not the money.” 

‘Witness all,” cried Hogg, waving his hat in 
one hand and the bill in the other; ‘‘she has de- 
nied payment, the bill being legally proffered 
for payment!” 

** And no doubt it has afforded you great éat- 
isfaction!” said Leoline, spitefully. “It is the 
first time I ever saw radishes tied with red tape. 


Now will you be off?” 


“One moment, madam, and perhaps I will 
give you a better subject for your wit,” said 
Hogg, with dignity. ‘‘ Observe that the debt is 
covered by a promissory note, secured by you- 
der sewing-machine!” 

“Flow!” cried Leoline, 
jester. 
will tell me what meat and potatoes have to do 
with sewing-machines,” 

“A chattel siaeneeae supplies the link, my 
dear madam!” said Hogg, triumphantly. _ 

“T had to do it, Leo, to secure. continued 
credit,” explained Miriam. ‘It was our only 
resource, and I felt sure of the money to-day.” 

“ And were you not paid?” asked Leoline. 


“You are a famous 


“Yes, I was paid,” admitted Miriam. 
“ And where is the money, dear?” 
‘Where, indeed?” asked. 


ogg. 

was the gambler’s Monaliter brought 

face to face with hail mapene act; but she was 
in ble of betra ims). ; ; 

“Do not ask ert ateae tell you.” she saids 


I yield you the palm for wit, if you J” 


ae . , 


iiecees: 


covering her face with her hands; for she could 
not bear the questioning look centered upon her 
from three pairs of eyes. 

“Mystery!” ejaculated Hogg, in a tone that 
was an insult. 

Leoline whirled upon him like a flash. 

- “Tt is no business of yours, dolt!” she cried. 
**Wnough—she has not the money.” 

‘* There is but one course open to me, then. I 
will proceed at once to recover my money by 
due process of law. Ladies—and you, sir—per- 

- mit me to bid youa very good-morning!” 

“ One moment!” interposed Gross. 

** Sir, I am at your service,” said Hogg. 

‘*T may as well save you trouble by saying 

\ that I hold a claim p.ior to your own covering 

all the furniture as security for rent.” 

“T thank you, sir, for your good will,” re- 
plied Hogg; “but your claim cannot possibly 

Fe conflict with mine. The lady is of age and a 

wy spinster, The sewing-machine is her personal 
property. All my dealings have been with her 

rsonally, and whether the goods were for her 

benefit in whole or only in part, she has assumed 

the debt and given the mortgage over her own 
signature. Any bond that the father may have 
placed on his furniture cannot affect the person- 
al property of the daughter, who, being of age, 
stands to him legally in the relation of house- 
keeper, only.” 

; Gross replied: 

: ** You have fallen into a very natural error. 

Although the whole business of the house is con- 

ducted by the young lady, and everything in it 

is hers in her own view, and doubtless in that of 

her father, since all has been bought with money 


her years, yet the fact is that she is not legally 
of age. lf she has told you differently, it was 
doubtless from her imperfect information, as 
many persons confound that coming of age 
which enablesa woman to marry without the 
= consent of her parents with that majority which 


a renders her competent to hold and transfer | 


property.” 
\ “Great -Heaven!” screamed Hogg, in his very 
unmanly treble, “I have been swindled, cheat- 
Be; humbugged! Madam, do you know what 
you have done? You have committed a mon- 
strous, an iniquitous fraud! Youhave got goods 
under false pretenses! You have given me se- 
/ curity which is no security! 
i know what I will dowith you? I will have you 
| in prison before you are an hour older!” 
) eee 


CHAPTER IX. 
LEOLINE’S RECOURSE. 


Foreetrvut of the length of stride befitting 
his manly character, in his excitement Hogg 
had trotted back and forth with the mincing 


steps for which nature had adapted him. Ho | 


b 
\ 
. stopped and’bravely shook his fist in Miriam’s 
ah as he hurled his threat of imprisonment at 
e2u> ‘her; 
: If there was any clap-trap in Mr. Hogg’s ex- 
: oa of the law, the women were too ill-in- 
2 ormed to detect it. The bewildered and fright- 
ih ened Miriam saw herself: Rawitingty guilty of 
_ .. acrime for which she was amenab. i 
4 She to prison and her father to the hospital! 
: What would become of them?” 
A With this picture before her mind she Me $e 
) on her knees in an agony of terror, and hid her 
: face in the skirt of line’s dress, 
“ Ah, you monsters!” cried the actress, put- 
ting her arms protectingly about her friend, 
**must this poor child go to prison between you? 


What is this enormous debt for a month’s rent | 


f and a handful of provisions?” 
cs “The sum due me is ten dollars,” said Gross. 
a i ‘My bill is seven dollars and forty-five cents,” 
PRI said Hoge. 

“What! <A paltry seventeen dollars and 


forty-five cents! A home broken up, the father 
- ~. sent to the hospital, and the child—a tender girl! 
i —to prison, for seventeen dollars and forty-five 
f cents!” ‘ 

‘For the fraud, madam—” ‘ 
“Bah! you blood-sucker!—you slaughterer of 


secutor of women!—I will make myself respon- 
sible for this debt; and for yours, too ”—turning 
to Gross. ‘Look to me for payment, and re- 
lease my friends, you devil-fish!” i 
With his physical manhood thus assailed, 


f. 
: 


_ «Hogg choked with fury. Hecould'only stamp 
BS his feet and clench his hands. 
» _ Gross was amused, though he did not let the 
~ . manikin see him smile. To Leoline he said: 
P.:. “Madam, if you have the money to pay the 
\ rent, that is all’ that is required.” 
an “T have not the money at hand; but am I not 


earned by her, and though this responsibility. | 
hias given her an air of maturity much beyond | 


And now do you | ) 
| and return with the money. You shall have 


e to the law. 


- innocents!—you toy man!—you microscopic per- | 


0 you know me?” 

‘““T have been charmed by your acting, 
madam, and have no doubt of your r msibil- 
ity for a much greater amount,” said Gross, 
bowing deferentially; but-—” 

‘* But!” interrupted Leoline, hotly, ‘‘I see 
that you want security! I have no furniture, 


‘like this poor child; but I will give you an or- 


der on my manager, which he-will accept. 
Then, if he does not pay you at the end of the 
week when my salary falls due, you can sell out 


his theater for your seventeen dollars and forty | 


Jive cents !” 

Now Hogg found his voice. Standing before 
the actress with clenched hands, and glaring up 
into her fate—she was taller than he—as if about 
to fly at her, he screamed: 

“And do you think I would accept you and 
your manager as security for my eet hamed 
theater woman!—you wearer of tights and 
paintl—you immodest dancer in short dresses!” 

The whole proceeding was so ridiculous that, 
instead of resenting Mr. Hogg’s ungallant 
speech, Leoline burst into a laugh, which drove 
the little man almost frantic. But the serious- 
ness of the occasion quickly recalled her. 

* Madam,” said Gross, ‘‘I am sorry that I 
cannot accept your offer so generously made; 
but I must have the money to-day, before the 
close of banking hours, or I shall be compelled 
to proceed at once.” 

“Oh! my poor child, what can [ do for you?” 
sighed Leoline, bending over Miriam and letting 
a tear fall upon her cheek. ‘‘If M. de Calignay 
were only in the city, he would succor you; but 
I am helpless!” 

“Oh, Leo!” sobbed the girl, clinging to her 
friend, ‘‘do not distress yourself for us. You 
can do nothing. I willnever forget your kind- 
ness—never |” 

“* Hah!” cried the actress, suddenly starting 
up. ‘‘ What asimpleton I have been! Ha! ha! 
ha! Ibhaveit! Now, you vampires, I shall de- 
feat you! See!” 

And drawing herself erect, flushed with ex- 
ultation, she strip the ornaments from fin- 
gers, wrists and throat, and even removed the 
rings from her ears. 

‘Take them, Shylock!” she cried, huddling 
them all together and forcing them into Gross’s 
hand. “Put them in pledge at the nearest 
pawn-shop—some friend of yours, no doubt!— 


Your pound of flesh—you, too! Go! go!” 
‘‘Madam, there is more than enough here,” 
said Gross, 

‘*Hah! you mole!” cried the actress, ‘ cannot 
you see beyond your paltry debt?’ We must 

ave food here, and a dcctor for the man you 
would send to the hospital. Go,as Ibid you! 
And here!—oblige me by sending this note by 
messenger, at once.” 

The note was to our friend Sammy, requesting 
his immediate attendance. 

Gross bowed and withdrew; and Leoline took 
bat in her arms and endeavored to comfort 

er, 

The gratitude of the gambler’s daughter knew 
no bounds. The only expression she could give 
it, was to cling to her friend and sob. 

In due time Gross returned with money and 
pawn tickets, 

“Here, Mr. Hegg!” said Leoline, with an em- 
phasis on his name the significance of which 
could not be mistaken, as she tendered him the 
money due him, “‘ oblige me with the mortgage 

cu extorted from this poor child. Thank you. 

ow, good-afternoon!” 

‘* Madam,” said Hogg, deferentially, “ you 
spoke of requiring provisions—” 

‘* Good-afternoon!” 

“Those whichI have bought—” . 

‘* Will you go, or shall I drive you out with 
the broomstick?” 

And Leoline seized a broom as if about to 
make her threat good. 

‘‘ Witness alll’ cried Hogg, bepinning to re- 
treat, ‘‘if she dares to strike me, I will have her 
arrested for essault and battery i 

“Bah!” cried the actress, tossing the breom 
back into the corner, “‘ this is the way to man- 
age boys!’ 

And seizing Mr. H by the shoulders, she 
whirled him round and marched him out of the 
room, he crying: : 

“ Bear witness, sir! It needs but the weight 
of the hand to constitute a case of assault!” 

The door was closed on the little man, and he 
was heard learnedly discoursing on the law as 
he descended the stairs. 

“And here, Judas, are your shekels. Let us 
not see you again fora month,” said Leoline, 
giving the house-agent his due, 


Es Seren Weare 


ood for seventeen doilars and forty-five cents? | 


Gross bowed low as he received the money, 
placing his hand on his heart. 

‘“‘ Madam,” he said, “if all my tenants com~- 
bined your beauty with your business qualities, 
my life would be a happy one—a very happy 
one! 

“ Miss Wingate, allow me to congratulate you 
on the possession of so charming a friend—a 
friend so helpful that you will not need my—” 

‘“‘Knough, hypocrite! We are done with 
you,” interrupted Leoline, while Miriam shud- 
dered. 

Mr, Gross retreated from the room, bowing 
repeatedly; and smiling and rubbing his hands. 

‘Now, dear,” said Leoline, turning to Miri- 
am, ‘‘ we are wellrid of the wretches, Let us 
go at once to your father, the good gentleman 
who | has a snile and a kind word for every 
one. 

‘* Oh! my dear friend—my more than friend !” 
cried Miriam, ‘‘how can I repay you for all—” 


** Hush! Not a word!” 
And she drew her tothe room where the gam- 
bler lay. 


There wasa look of pained perplexity on his 
face. His eyes were fixed on vacancy, and he 
p id no heed to their entranca into the room. 

In tears Miriam knelt by the bedside and 
took his hand. 

i ax why does he act so strangely?” she 
asked, 

Leoline put her hand on his forehead and 
spoke to bim.- 

He looked at her vacantly, and made no 
reply. 

feet Sammy made his appearance. The 
youth evinced deep sympathy, but was hurried 
off for food and a doctor, 

He had been gone scarcely five minutes when 
some one was heard uscending the stairs two at 
a time. 

“The doctor. He is prompt,” said Leoline, 
and passed into the outer room to admit him. 

Miriam beard the door opened, heard the ac- 
tress utter’a cry, and then: 

‘* Ah! my dear uncle!—at last—how we have 
needed you!” , 

Going to the door of her father’s room, Miri- 
am saw M. de Calignay just crossing the thresh- 
old of her home. There was a. look of dee 
anxiety on hisface. He carried a sachel 
duster, as if just from travel. 


CHAPTER X. 
EZRETH QUIRK, ESQ., AT HOME. / 

AND now let us admit the patient reader be- 
hind the scenes. 

M. de Calignay’s alleged absence froin the 
city was a fraud, as was almost everything else 
that he was concerned in, 

The news of the Curate’s. remarkable success 
and ultimate failure reached him within an 
hour of the event. With all dispatch he repair- 
ed to No. 7, Court House Place. It was an 
alley, so narrow that the outstretched hands 
could touch the walls on either side, the en- 
trance to which was an arched passage beneath 
the buildings that formed a continuous front on 
the principal street. There were sample-rooms 
and eating-houses for business-men below, and 
offices in the upper stories, 

Ascending the flights of dark stairs, lighting 
his way by striking * matches, M. de Calignay 
came to room 49, 

Beside the door was a box filled with ashes 
and the sweepings of the room, not a little of 
which had been spilled and left to litter the 
floor. On the ashes stood an old tin pail 
containing table refuse—potato-parings and the 
like. Just before the door was a dilapidated 
mat, so foul that a fastidious person would in- 
cline to step clear of it rather than to wipe his 
feet on it. 

On the door was nailed a square of battered 
tin, the aq and japan being cracked off in 
places. hat was left of the inscription read; 

“ EzRETH Qu RK, Hs . 
 Atorney & C nsel rat Law.” 

On this door M. de Calignay knocked with 
more vigor than ceremony, startling the echoes 
in the dark, cobwebby hall. 

A long-drawn snore came like a reply from 
the room, as if the sleeper protested against the 
interruption. 

“ Cochon !” (hog) muttered the Frenchman, 
impatiently, and struck the panel three sound- 
ing blows that would have awakened the Seven 
Sleepers, 

A whining cry, as of a child partially 
from sleep, was audible, then a woman’s voice, 
guarded to a hoarse whisper, calling: 

“Quirk! Quirk /” 

A grunt of expostulation responded, followed 
by the sound of some one turning over in bed, 


» 


A child’s voice was raised in fndistinct inter- 
rozation, and another set up 8 piping wail. 

The woman commanded: ‘‘ Hush /” ina man- 
ner that quieted the juveniles, and then per- 


sisted; 

a There’s somebody at the door!” 

is 1 What's the matter?” asked a man’s 
voice. 


M. de Calignay himself answered by thunder- 
a third summons. 
man leaped out of bed and crossed the floor 
with bare feet. 
“Who's there?” he demanded, before un- 


lied the Frenchman, in 
me! I have no pa- 


‘fastening the door. 


“WM. de Calignay!” re 
an imperious tone. “ 
tience with sluggards!” 

“ Ah! M. de Calignay, m 
I beg ei pardon, sir!—I_humbl beg your 
pardon! One moment, sir, if you please am 
sorry to keep you waiting—indeed, sir, I am 
Fay. sorry |” mn . ' 

en lowering his voice to a whisper, the 
lawyer continued: ; 

“Strike a light, Mariar! Hurry! hurry! we 
can’t afford to keep gentlemen of means wait- 


ing!” 
el Quirk hastened to save a. tallow dip, 
whose feeble rays discovered Ezreth Quirk 
Esq., struggling into his pantaloons, his soile 

linen no longer hidden by the coat with the ink- 


esteemed client! 


‘stainéd sleeve—discovered Mrs. Quirk in a very 


slatternly night-dress and a cap with one string, 
from which her hair hung neglected—discovered 
four shock-headed children, the oldest not over 
ten or twelve years of age, sitting bolt-upright 
in a trundle-bed, digging their knuckles into 
their eyes and staring question neh, at their 

arents, a fifth, an infant in arms, lying asleep 
in the bed from which the elders had risen— 
discovered a table in the middle of the floor 
covered with dirty dishes and the remains of 
last evening’s supper, while pots and pans 
yawned in unsightly uncleanliness on the 
hearth, a: ' 

As Ezreth Quirk, Esq., ran his eye over his 
disordered household, a frown gathered on his 


row, 
“‘ Mariar!"he exclaimed, very guardediy,how- 
ever, ‘‘ how often have I told you not to leave 
such an infernal litter about? This room looks 
more like a pig-sty than like a lawyer’s office!” 
“ Ezreth Quirk ” retorted his spouse, assum- 
ing a very belligerent tone and manner, and 
king not so cautiously as her husband had 
for she was ‘‘mad,” ‘‘if you expect me to boar 
you and a hull regiment 0’ your young-ones in 
one room, and keep it lookin’ like the Crystal 
Palace, perhaps you'll live to find out that that’s 
jest_where you’re mistook—” 


. “Por ’s sake! Jower your voice, Mariar!” 
petitioned Ezreth Quirk, Esq., capitulating at 
discretion. ‘‘A-d hurry these things out of 


sizht.” ‘ ; 
‘Satisfied with her victory, Mrs. Quirk hustled 
all of her children into the large bed, beneath 


which the trundle-bed was pushed, The supper 


-Frenchman’s 


table with its litter of crockery. and cold |} 


victuals was then lifted vee en and placed be- 
tween the untidy hearth and the foot of the bed, 
after which a green curtain was drawn, cutting 
off that end of the room. 

Mrs. Quirk got into the bed with her children, 
where they became as still as mice, and, lo! Ez 
reth Quirk, ety ag we arom iste 

Ezreth Quirk, Esq.’s law office e few 
= , rack backed books that cumbered 
his dusty desk had been disposed to tell the se- 
cret, they would have lacked opportunity, since 
no one ever consulted them. : 

“My bonored client,” said the lawyer, open- 

the door after the expiration of not more 
than two minutes from the time the transforma- 
tion began, ‘pardon me, I beg, the unavoidable 
detention—” ¥ 

‘Save ze rest for ze ie ih more leisure,” 

id M. de Calignay, enterin; @ room impa- 
tient! , but Sechintae the chair Mr, Quirk hast- 
ened to set for him, first having dusted it with 
the skirt of his coat. ‘‘I wish your service at 
once. Ze Curate has just come within one of 
breaking Jerry Camp’s bank; but ze last turn of 
ve card made him a pauper. He is lying un- 
conscious. Nobody knows him, more zan zat he 
is ze Curate. You must go and take him home, 
Camp will furnish ze carriage, no doubt—he 

do less. é 
carl Miss Wingate zat ge hear of her fath- 
er's misfortune by pee ) a being away 
from ze ci’ act for me. ou are a poor 
mat laluet Ju cannot help her more! Do you 


comprehen “Te 
- Ezreth Quirk. ., already knew the rela- 
tions subsisting between M. de Calignay and the 


and held his silk hat in 


Curate, With this cue he readily grasped the | 


fr v Aga? wie ; 5 : : . mae 
- ' pe : \ ‘ . 
vias Co vp WES wt oth Te 
PP a oe ee » a oe ee yi wehbe 


plan. He knew that there was 
some rascality afoot, but, far from troubling 
him, that was most to his ¥ 
With a celerity which was the result of re 
of practice in chicane, he formed and detailed 
circumstantially his SAS of operations. 
“ Good!” said’ M. de Calignay. “If you al- 
ways serve me so well, ze day will come when I 


will outweigh for you your trick-books over | 


vere with gold. See! it will be ze color and | 
Peay, of zis!” 7 
And contemptuously he tossed a imen 


gold piece to the man whom he had said he held | 


as a dog at his bidding. 


Ezreth Quirk, Esq., caught the gold piece | 


much as a dog catches a piece of meat thrown 
to him, and smiled not unlike the fawning of a 
dog after the meat bad disappeared in his maw, 
as fs slipped the money into his pocket and 
said: 

a My most generous client—as I serve you, so 
a 


mm — 

ay Good-morning!” interrupted M. de Calig- 
nay, and stepped out of the room and closed the 
door in the sycophant’s face in a manner which 
showed how utterly he despised him. 

“Well, Mariar,” said Mr. Quirk, turning as 
his wife issued from behind the curtain, ‘‘ how 
does that sound! 
books with gold!’ For a Frenchman, he speaks 
very good English—excellent English—eh, Ma- 
riar?—English that we like to hear!” 

“T don’t like his high-and-mighty airs much,” 
said Mrs. Quirk, ungraciously. 

‘Bah! what do we care about the air—ha! 
hal! a pun, Mariar—yes, yes, what do we care 


BOWIE, THE KNIGHT OF CHIVALRY. 


He will ‘outweigh my trick- | 


about the air when it rains such fellows as this? | 


See it!”—fllliping the coin into the air, 
it!”—clinking it on his desk. 
it’s only the first drop in the shower!”- 

“And we'll be luc y if it ain’t the last!” grum- 
bled Mrs. Quirk. ‘‘ Give it to me.” 

Four little Quirks had followed their mother 
out from behind the curtain, to gather about 
their father’s desk and watch with round eyes 
the wonderful little bit of shining metal fly up 
into the air and drop back into his palm, and 
hear it jingle as he dropped it upon his desk. 

When their mother seized upon the prize they 
followed her hand wonderingly with their eyes, 
and then looked up into her face with a break- 
inf smile, as if,of congratulation. 

hereupon. Ezreth Quirk, Esq., tumbled them 
one after the other on the floor, and as. the 
scrambled to their feet again and scampered o 
to bed laughing at the top of their voices, he fol- 
lowed them on all fours, crying: 

**Boo! bool boo!” ~ . 

Reader, the most unsightly oyster may con- 
ceal a tiny pearl hidden away somewhere. , I 
have given you a glimpse of the one pearl in 
Ezreth Quirk’s very unhandsome shell of rascal- 
iy ane. general worthlessness, 

ou bave seen how he performed his mission, 
Rin) us now follow M. de Caliguay in his in- 
igue. 


CHAPTER XI. 
A QUEER” NEGOTIATION. - 


ConFiment of Ezreth Quirk’s ability to carry 
out the scheme he had intrusted to him, M. de 
Calignay troubled himself no further in the 
matter, but went to his hotel to get a few hours’ 


ene 
iiis plans were matured, so that they did not 
keep him from sleep. He was of that constitu- 
tion of mind which can leave the possibilities of 
failure to the future which holds them, every 
measure having been adopted to insure success. 
As for his conscience, that never troubled 


m, 

At nine o'clock, refreshed and with faultless 
toilet, he presented himself at the office of Mr. 
Gross, the house-agent. 

“Ah, sir! sare sir! I am pleased 
to see you. Pray be seated, sir!” was that gen- 
tleman’s greeting, as he rose rubbing his hands 
cordially, to open the gate of the ing which 
surrounded his private desk, and place a chair— 
a hospitable-looking arm-chair for his rather 
i arb rarities: patron. ' 

M. de Calignay sat on the edge of the chair 
2 his hand, resting a hand 
on either knee, after the manner of a man 
whose business is brief and time limited. 

“‘T have ze honor to salute Monsieur Gross— 
note?” he asked, taking the measure of the 
house-agent with his ae. 

‘““Gross—yes, sir—Ebenezer Gross. May I 
know whom I have the honor to serve?” 

The Frenchman shrt his shoulders, 

_ Names are but empty air!” an 
“True! true, sir! Ha! hal very empty, in- 
fee es 4 \ 


sleep, leaving orders when he was to be awak- | 


“Hear | 
“‘And, Mariar, | his beautiful daughter,” he pursued, “T am a 


eS 


go 


deed—as we sometimes learn to Our sorrow— 

when unsecured! Lut I beg your on, sir! 

—I beg your pardon! Pray proceed.” . 
“You have a tenant—Monsieur Arthur Win- 


te?” 
ar Generally called ‘The Curate.’ Yes, sir.” 

‘‘ Ah! ze Curate. Yes, ze same.” 

‘“‘ Perhaps it would be more accurate to say 
his daughter, since all of our dealings are witb 
her. at is to say, she finds the money.” 

“1m! Isshe prompt of payment?” | 

“ Asa rule, yes.” 

“Ah! ‘asarule! But ze last payment? I 
is overdue?—it is note yet made?” [hea 

““T beg your pardon!” said Gross, hesitating 
and eying his rather unusual patron, 4 

“T grant you my pardon!” said M. de Calg. 
nay, sarcastically, putting his hand into h 

oket, then leaning forward and putting some- 
it into Mr. Gross’s palm. 

The house-agent glanced down at what he bad 
received, closed his fingers on it, coughed 
mechanically behind his other hand 
the man who sat opposite him, and 
by bowing and saying: 

“Thank you, sir. I see, sir, that you are @ 
business-man—a thorough-going business man, 
sir. I think we will have no further difficulty. 
Any information that I can give you, sir—any 
assistance that I can render—” . 

“Ye-es!” interrupted M. de Calignay, with 
his .wonted cynicalsneer, ‘‘ we reduce ze friction 
in machinery by employing brass bearings, 
With men gold subserves ze sane end.” 

*¢ fal ha! ha!’ laughed Gross, mechanically. 
"A good joke—a very good joke, sir!” * ae 

M. de Calignay did not smile, 

“T fesl a deep interest in ze Curate, 


concluded 


and in 


friend of zo family. It is my wish to serve 
zem.” 

“ Kixactly!” said Gross, understanding hina 

rieccly from his mapner. ‘'‘ You were ask~ 
g about the last month’s rent,” 

* Has it been paid?” 

“cc No. ” 

“Ahl itis to be regretted,” : 

“But it will be ait to-day.” - 

*¢-You are sure 

“Miss Wingate has promised.” 

‘ But ze best intentions sometimes fail.” 

**She showed me work the ayment on which 
was sure, as soon as corenieiaal 

i a good sir, she has no money to-day.” 

in 

“She has note a sou /” 

“ But the work was finished?” 

‘ True,” 

* And paid for?” - 

“ Thee ech h cama 

Then how is she witho 

* Alas! her father!” : 

“ What has he to do with it? . 

* He loves her.” ‘ 

“Yes... Well?” 

“Andheisagambler!” 

*¢ And has taken her money?” 

“ Voila ze passion dam 
affection!” | 

‘But I must be paid!” 

“True; but what certainty zat ze child—alas!} 
zat such evous burden should fall on hey 
frail shoulder !—what certainty zat she will ever 
have ze money, when he may descend at 
time upon her small hoard? I, her friend, 

ou 


“And you have come to pay for her?” asked 
Gross, beginning to feel uncertain as to his first: 


| impression, 


_ But M. de Calignay waved him off 


wounded dignity, 
again, 


ut M, de Calignay was not long in giving it 
amply confirmation. 

“I? he exclaimed, shrugging his shoulders 
and spreading his fingers in dismay. ‘t Where 
pa get pangs thish is j 

nd ouce more he put bis hand into 

and placed spigetitias in Mr. Gross’s i dag 

ae house-agent gercito a Teco eae ther 
at the man, who sat o a face 
which had hardened in Pines of contempt for 
the tool he was buying and merciless ity 
of the'end for which he was buying him locked 
and hitched his chair into more confidential 
viginity with the instinct of a conspirator. 

‘ Well?” he asked, lowering his voice, 4 
ed his own chair as far back as Mr. pe Laree” 
advanced, The action said as plainly as words 
could have done: 

“Let us keep our distance. 1 buy you—I do 
Wace, Gece: ated nok ly thin-skinned 

. TOSS, not an over: t 
ee ened ote cere 
C) ya l a gold ) 
a the house-agent smiled 
4 
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—no?” 
“ No. ” 
“ Obligations to meet, or something?” 


‘Let us say that I must report to my princi- 


1 to-morrow.” 
“ A hard man who will note wait?” 
“*Just-so.” 
“ Still, if she has note ze money?” 
“The rent is secured by the furniture,” 
~* Ah! a cutthroat lease!” 
’** Tenants sometimes call it. that,” 
' “€ And you will sell her furniture and turn 
“her homeless into ze street? Helas! ze misfor- 
tune of poverty!” 
“It is my only recourse. My principal is a 
hard man, like too many of the wealthy.” 
_ * But her father is ill. What will become of 
' him? Alas! ze hospital?” 


“He will certainly get better care there than | 


_ she can give him, without money.” 
“*Bat ze poor die of: Poslect in ze hospitals, 
~and ze doctor receive ze body. If it is suggest- 
ed to her, she will be horrified. Ah! my good 


weady know it!” 

And M. de Calignay was so much affected 
eee he dropped another coin into Gross’s 
han 


‘But, monsieur,” pursued the Frenchman, 
“ cannote zis all be avoided? You are gallant. 
You have admired her beauty. You have 
_ longed to befriend her and lift ze grievous bur- 
den of care from her shoulder. Out of your 
generous heart you can offer to apey her rent, 
and add dresses and jewels and zat pleases 
ve heart of youth and beauty.” - 

The Frenchman paused, leaned forward, and 
‘tapped Gross on the knee, nodding his head 
repeatedly and saying, slowly: 

‘ Monsieur is a man of ze world |” 

‘Gross shook his head. 

“That won’t work,” he said, decidedly, “If 
Iknow anything about women, Miss Wingate 
is not—” 


~ “Tiens !” interrupted the Frenchman. ‘Can 
she prevent monsieur from making ze offer?” 
“But it would be insulting her to no pur- 


“To no urpose?” ‘ 
An fannie coin found its way into Mr. 


's on, 

“Monsieur,” continued M. de Calignay, ris- 
ing from his chair, “‘I have a lady friend who 
may be willing to pay Miss Wingate’s rent. 
If she offers it in money, of course you will ac- 
cept. But necessity requires you to insist on 
money. Iam sorry zat I have note succeeded 
in inducing you to give my friends more time. 


-morning!” . 
While veering M. de Calignay’s back, Mr. 
-Gross’s mental comment was: . 

** Ho’s the devil—but he pays!” 


Having given the foregoing as a specimen of 
M. de Ca biel mode of operations, we will 
over bis interview with Leoline and Hogg, 
bf Ho g & Bacon, saying only that the former 
was of course wholly in his confidence, while he 
merely stimulated the fears of the latter by 
_ hinting that perhaps he had better press his 
‘claim, trusting to his cupidity for the rest. 
. Everything had worked perfectly, and now 
he stood on the threshold of Miriam’s home in 
‘the guise of a traveler just returned. 


CHAPTER XII. 
DR. MEREDITH’S TRIUMPH. 


Ir will be remembered that Leoline admitted | 
M. de Calignay. At sight of her he muttered, | 


interrogatively: 
Wits ‘Esti bien ?"—(Is it all right?) 


, hich she answered, in the same guarded 
ae | no indication that he was affected in any degree. 


ne: <. 3 
Bien !” 


Then, for Miriam’s benefit, she uttered a cry of | 


surprise, exclaiming: Nie 

' “Ah! my dear uncle!—at last!—how we have 
meeded you!” : 
_ Alas! am I too late?” asked M. de Cali 
and hurriedly putting his sachel, duster and hat 
into Leoline’s hands, he passed on to meet Mir- 
iam, who was approaching from the door of her 


father’s room. 
| “ Ah! my poor child, what affliction has fall- 
en upon us all—and I away!” be cried, with e 
barge simulated grief and self-reproach. 
The 
"tears falling silently. Hers was a nature deeply 
ched by kindn Her gratitude to him for 


was beyond expression. 


nye Bee Oe a Ae A ii 
é the chamber. = 7 


her 


gnay ; | 


girl could only cling to his hands, her 


friendly sympathy with her and her father 


Fe 
. 


they entered * 
errno gambler lay in the same dull stupor; The 


‘THE KNIGHT OF CHIVALRY. 


** Monsieur cannote wait longer for his rent? iN of his face had not changed. He had 


not moved a muscle. 
‘* Ah! my dear friend!” cried M. de Calignay, 
clasping the Curate’s hand in both of his, and 
azing Into his face, ‘‘ will you ever forgive me 


_ for my absence when your need was greatest?” 


The hand was unr msive. The Curate 


looked at M. de Calignay, but made no reply, 


“Grace de dieu !” cried the Frenchman, ‘he 


is aralyzed!” 


Lhere was genuine feeling this time, as he 
started back, pale to the lips. If the Curate re- 
mained a paralytic, or died before M. de Calig- 
nay’s plans were. perfected, the courts would 
have too much to do with the management of 
his prospective estate for the schemer to reap 
much benefit from it. 

The words of the Frenchman thrilled Miriam 
to the heart. To her, paralysis was almost as 
erable a death. it = 

e made no outcry. Only a spasmodic gasp 
as she placed her hand over her heart, show 
how greatl 


pression, her eyes distended and a cold moisture 
about her lips. 

‘* Ah! my stricken dear!” cried Leoline, clasp- 
ing Miriam with her arm; but the girl did not 
heed her now. 

**A physician!—a physician!” cried M. de 
Calignay, excitedly. 

‘‘One has been sent for,” replied Leoline. 
* Ah! that may be his step!” 

And she ran to the door and opened it just as 
a gentleman was about to knock. 

‘Are you the doctor?’ she asked, looking past 
him into the hall for Sammy, who, however, 
was,not in his company, but a strange youth, 
instead. 

“T am Dr. Meredith, sent here by Mr. Jerry 
wre 
“Pray enter at once!” cried M, de Calignay, 
interrupting his explanation. 

The doctor immediately approached his pa- 
tient. The boy accompanying him entered with 
a box under his arm, which proved to be an 
electric battery. 

The doctor was young, not more than twenty- 
six, or thereabouts, of medium stature, wearin 
a full beard, and with that pallor, spareness o 
flesh and slight knitting of the brows which of- 
ten marks the thoughtful student. His broad, 
high forehead and clear eye sufficiently indi- 
cated his mental endowment. He was a man of 
deep feeling and hee Tye 9 fortitude—one 
who would prove himself a hero, if circum- 
stances gave him the opportunity. He loved 
man rather than men, and had chosen the pro- 
fession in which he could relieve most human 
Nah 

His calm intellectuality immediately enlisted 
Miriam’s confidence. 

‘Oh! you will save him?” she murmured, 
gazing up into his face as if he were the sole 
arbiter of her parent’s fate. 

“We can never be fully assured of the issue,” 


said the doctor; ‘‘but you will know in a few | 


minutes. I can only say—hope!” . 

She could not have told why, but with his 
words the wild beating of her heart ceased, and 
& great peace stole over her, 

‘Once while she was Le haw: him his hand rest- 
ed upon hers for a little time. In the midst of 
her great anxiety she was vividly conscious of 


| -would testrain me from presuming to interfere 


she was shocked. Then she stood | 
| gazing at the immobile face with its frozen ex- 
sir, do note tell her of zis, if she does note al- | 


| her pure, 
| closed and her face colorless, ske looked like a 


ee - 


with your method of treatment. Moreover, 


young men seldom take kindly to suggestions 


m their eldersin years and experience. But, — 
sir, since you have in a measure consulted me, 
I feel bound to say, in the interest of humanity, 
that in my humble opinion a are altogether 
wrong—altogether wrong! This is not a case 
for electric treatment. Twill not answer for 
the consequences if you persist.” 

Dr. Meredith looked chagrined as well as sur- 

vised, but retained perfect self-possession. 
rning to the friends of the patient, he said, 
quietly: 

“ Before so decided an opinion from one so 
much my senior I am willing to waive the pri- 
vilege of precedence and leave you to decide 
tween us. I can only add that while this may 
be followed by the happiest results or prove an 
utter failure, I am still confident that it offers 
the greatest hope of restoration.” 

In a case where he could apply his own know}- 
edge M. de Calignay would not have hesitated 
a moment, As it was, he had that contempt 
for medical skill not infrequently found among 
those who have never had a pain or an ache, - 

‘Bah! these doctors!” he reflected, ‘It is 
hit and miss with them. No two counsel atike. 
co The patient is strong, he lives in spite of 


This held him undecided. 4 

But with a self-assertion that was pect to 
her in great emergencies, Miriam spoke at once. 

“*T elect. that Dr. Meredith proceed. I fear 
delay more than anything else. 

Unconsciously she moved to the young doc- 
tor’s side, facing the others as if to repel their 
antegonism to him. . Y 

ae elder man bowed low, with a smile which 
said: 

“Madam, my wisdom yields to your favorite’s 
good looks!” 

Dr. Meredith quickly completed his prepara- 
tions and applied the electricity. 

6 pt shivered from head to foot, and 
instantly burst into speech, 

‘**Lost!—lost!—all lost! Oh! Miriam, my 
darling, I have ruined you!—you for whom I 
risked all!” 

And pte base head with the bedclothes he 
groaned and sobbed in agony of spirit. 

The elder doctor stroked his beard and smiled, 
as who would say: ; 

‘‘ Some people are born to fool’s luck!” 

Dr, Meredith turned, flushed with triumph. 

He saw Miriam attempt to speak, then press 
her hand over her heart while every vestige of 
color faded from her face, 

He bar 58 her in his arms as she swayed a 
moment before falling She lay limp and un- 
conscious, her head resting on his shoulder. 

He had never before been so impressed with | 

classic beauty. Now, with her eyes 


piece of statuary. 

But she thrilled him as no statue could have 
done. She had the magnetism of a living wo- 
man; and for the first \ime his soul was stirred 
with an emotion that was destined to vibrate 
on and on through all the eternities! 

He did not know it then. He only felt a soli- 
citude for her which he had never experiencc<| 


| for any of the hundreds that had come under 


care. Ordinarily he would have felt no 


his touch; and yet, though he was a perfect | anxiety over a mere fainting-fit. Now he was 
stranger to her, the consciousness did not bring | as much agitated as if the life of one near and 


with it a desire to remoye her hand. She felt a 
sense of security in this nearness to him. A 
close observer might. have seen that a faint color 
came into her pale cheeks and remained there 
as long as the hands were in contact, to fade 
away again when they were separated. 

The less sensitive organism of the man gave 


His mind was wholly engrossed in his work. 
While his | preparations were still in progress, 
Sammy returned with a physician for whom he 


| had gone. 


The new arrival was a man with a bald head 
and a long, flowing, white beard, in marked 
contrast with Dr. Meredith’s youthful appear- 
ance. He had a trick of stroking his beard 
with his hand, which gave him a very patri- 
archal air. He was evidently one who talked 
little. Most pegpls would have argued that he 
must therefore think much, and in consequence 
be very wise. ae . ' 

Dr. Meredith greeted him courteously and 
biota his assistance if he saw fit to give it. 
ee other was distantly polite, listened to what 


r. Meredith had to say, and then enunciated | 


his dictum. — oak wots ae 
“My i eur ahd he. feo! thes a te of lofty 
onage, “I recognize ‘act you are 
Bt in the field, od that professional Satteny 


f . 
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dear to him were at stake, 

From one thought he derived some comfort, 
He believed that privation, anxiety and loss of 
sleep, and not constitutional weakness, disposed 
her to these lapses of consciousness. 

After bearing her into the next room and lay- 
ing her on the settle, perhaps he let his arms re- 
inain about her a moment longer than was ne- 
cessary; for he was aroused by the touch of M. 
de Calignay’s hand on his shoulder and the 
words; 

“Doctor, permit me to offer you z glass of 
water.” - 

Something in the cold tones and manner of 
the Frenchman caused the young physician to 
flush with. embarrassment. It broke the spell 
with which Miriam had held him. onal 

But the mischief was done beyond his retreat 
or M. de Calignay’s prevention. He could com- 


mand his outward action, but he could not 
quiet a secret feverish unrest. : 
“Tf monsieur ze doctor will attend his pa- . 


“ni 


ward, in his office, her pale, beautiful face 
haunted him so persistently that he rose and 
paced the floor in impatience. 

‘‘ A pambler’s daughter!-—the associate of ac- 
tresses and ballet-dancers—a ballet-dancer Her- 


‘ self, perhaps!” he muttered, frowning. 


‘But the tace stood out in ail its purity, and 
the calm’ gray eyes looked at him: reproachful- 
ly, silencing him. 

eanwhile, Leoline and her reputed uncle, 
M. de Calignay, had taken their leave, rehear- 
sal furnishing the actress’s excuse, and left 
Miriam with Sammy for company. 

The gambler’s daughter had clung to her 
false friends, overflowing with gratitude, and 
they had acted their part so well that they 
stood first of all the world to her, next to her 
father. M. de a had drawn her head 
downward upon his breast and kissed her fore- 


_head, and she had not shown any antipathy. 


But once in the actress’s own room, the’ mask 


dropped. ; 

‘““Ah! how I hate her!” she cried, pacing the 
floor with clenched hands and set teeth. “T 
have kissed her when I would that every kiss 
were a draught of poison! I have protested 
love for her when I would that every word were 
a poniard to stab her to the heart!” 

‘Patience! patience!” expostulated. M. de 
Calignay. ‘* You shall have your gece and 
both of us will be compensated. I have a 
scheme. Our good friend will not live much 
longer.» Ah! it will be worth a million to be 
Mile. Miriam’s best friend! Wait! wait!” 


CHAPTER XIII. 
THE DENUNOCIATION. 


Tue Curate’s recovery was rapid, and, though 
prohibited by the doctor, he returned at once 
to his old life. When expostulated with by his 
daughter, he said: 

i tt was a fatal mistake. I should have known 
better. Thirteen is the most unlucky number. 
l was warned again and again; but I thought 
that it was for the bank. But the next time, 
my darling, | shall not fail! Miriam, dearest, 
you shall yet roll in untold wealth!” 

She sighed. It was hopeless. ; 

Meanwhile, she felt that she owed her father’s 
life and her own home to her friends. M. de 
Calignay was her uncle, Leoline was her sister, 
and Sammy (her only friend in truth!) her 
brother. 

Of Dr. Meredith she had seen little, of James 
Bowie nothing since the day he came to her res- 
cue in the pic-nie unds. Of the latter she 
often thought with admiration, blended with 
regret at her enforced incivility. The former 
came and went in her thoughts, awakenin 
gratitude as the preserver of her father so vivi 
as to exclude or overshadow any other emotion. 

Thus matters stood when the crisis, all unan- 
mounced, burst like a bolt from a clear sky. 

The Curate again had recourse to James 


Bowie, intending, as shown in the es of 


our story, to use Leoline, not unwilling, as a 
*¢ stool-pigeon.” But now Bowie showed a 
strange reluctance to visit the actress. 

With the intervention of less than a week, he 
was now as cold as on that first visit he had been 


passionate. ; 
This was a riddleto the Curate, who knew 
nothing of Bowie’s meeting with Miriam. The 


intelligent reader will see in it the influence that 
one pure woman had on amind not devoid cf 
nobility. 
fp Bowie wasa man whose life bad re- 
ceived a new impetus in the right—the upward 
direction. During those days he had an ab- 
stracted air. He was passing his whole life in 
review, weighing all by the standard an hour’s 
acquaintance with Miriam had givenhim. _. 
eenly he felt the unworthiness of much that 
ve its darkest tints tothe panorama, .Itmade 
im bitterand a little defiant. It was not strong 
enough to make him resolve to remodel his life. 
But with Miriam fresh in his mind. it seemed 
almost like sacrilege to seek Leoline again. . 
Meanwhile, albeit not a:gambler (that is to 
say, not more than was customary among 
Southerners generally) he tad with the Cu- 
rate, caring little whether he lost or won, The 
Curate was in some way connected with Miriam, 
Though Bowie wouldnot violate her prohibition, 
he hoped circumstances might remove the ob- 
stacle. He waited. i J 
So Fate found them sitting tete-a-tete in ety 
Camp’s gambling salle, between them a round, 
porpuyry-toppe table whose crossed gilt legs 
gaveit the ful appearance of an hour-glass 


pares table, cards, money and wine-glasses. 
ete r hem 


moment sc eer eA t , te ve 
read, the Curate eee from’ his 
chair, clutching wie his left hand the money 
f / 
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while he shook a card in the face of his oppo- 
nent, erying with wolfisb fierceness: 

““Cheat! Thief! Hah! I have detected you 
at last!” te 

Without giving the other time to reply, he 
turned and flourished the card above his head, 
shouting with savage exu.tation: 

‘“What, hol gentlemen, we; have a swindling 
trickster among us!” 

Something between a groan and a-howl re- 
sounded through the apartment, responsive to 
this call. Ina twinkling the other tables were 
deserted, and from all parts. of the room, witha 
shuffling of feet and jostling of bodies, a crowd 
of men; all frowning resentfully, and many, 
with haggard faces and blood-shot eyes that 
looked murderous hatred, thronged toward the | 
center of excitement. 

To these men who staked» wealth, honor— 


rapidly, he laid the pack quietly on the table, 


‘Gentlemen, but-one ecard bears .a mark of 
any kind; and it is my opinion that that,dis 
the result of accident, mot design,” 

A sigh of relief passed over the crowd, and 
most of the faces cleared instantly. 


|. A slightly-increased ‘contraction of the eye 


was the only betrayal of emotion on Bowie’s 
The Curate stood a moment in dumb amaze- 


| ment, and then burst forth: 
You are leagued to defraud me 


** Tt is false! 
—you whom. I so meni crushed! Youl—you 
are the impartial judge 
cote to eneeeaee me from getting another foot- 

old? 


you to powder! I denounce you as knaves and 


nay, life itself on the turn of a die,.a cheat was 
a monster so utterly detestable that annihilation 
alone could appease their sense of wrong. 

James Bowie was a man whose iron nerve 
nothing could daunt. Arraigned at the bar of 
public opinion on a charge which, if substan- 
tiated, would strip him of honor—that intan- 

ible something which ‘Southern chivalry ” 

eld before life itself—he did not even rise from 
his chair, but sat like a man of ice, 

Yet over his face spread a pallor like that of 
death, the muscles grew tense and, hard, his 
eyes contracted until their blue irides took on a 
steely glitter beneath his knit brows. 

In that moment ail that was good in the man 
vanished and all that was evil in his. passionate 
nature took its ; eee like the shifting of dis- 
solving views. moment ago he was a man 
of flesh and blood, with human mpmraigiounda 
now he was @ man of iron, who would exact 
retribution to the last jot and tittle! 

He did not deign so much as a glance to the 
crowd of excited men gathering about him; but 

azed fixedly at his accuser, who, violently 

aking the card which he held between his 
finger and thumb, and his face working convul- 
rer with malignant menace, panted: 

1 ! I have you at lasti—I have you at 
last! This is how my mcney has gone! This is 
why fortune has defied ali caleviation and be- 
lied herself! | you knave!l—you_ rascal!— 
you cheatl—you humbug!—you blackleg!— 
you card-sharp!|—you—” ' 

“Will you’ be explicit in your charge?” de- 
manded Bowie, icily, 

‘“ A marked-card, you scoundrel! See! see!” 
cried the Curate, fiercely, holding the card be- 
fore Bowie’s eyes so close that it almost touched 
his face. 

Then carrying it round before the. circle, of 
lowering faces, he repeated: 

** Behold all!” j 

‘\A marked card!” echoed the bystanders; 
and their faces grew more ominous, 

‘“Gentlemen,” said the accused, in a firm 
voice, not removing his fixed gaze, however, 
from the face of the man who had called him a 
cheat, ‘‘there are the cards. Please to ex- 
amine them.” 

Half a dozen hands were outstretched, but | 
one man brushed them all aside. 

‘Stop, gentlemen!” he protested. ‘‘ Wecan’t 
all do this thing. Let us proceed systemati- 
cally, and leave it to cne man whose knowledge 
and honesty we can rely on.” 

‘“ That’s the correct thing; and Jerry Camp’s 


swindlers all!” 


CHAPTER XIV. 
A DUEL IN THE DARK, 


~ 


Is it not to yourin- 


ell you know that the next time I - 
will fall upon you like an avalanche and grind 


SvucH words could not» prey unaccounted for. 


Everybody knew—with little concern, if 
truth may be told—that a duel—if, not more 


| than one—was inevitable, 


Now like, an irresistible piece of mechanism 
James Bowie rose from his chair unti: he tower- 
ed. to his full hight. ) 

“Sir,” he said, in a tone like the ring of an 
iron bell, never having removed his eyes from 
the face of the man who had impeached his 
| honor, ‘‘you have had your fling.. New comes 

eB ge circ Shall you keep me long wait- 


‘No, by all the Furies!” shouted ae 
“ And, sir, you will not deny me the honor, 
after this gentleman?” 4 
| Jerry Camp bowed low as he. proffered the 
challenge, presenting his card held between the 
fore and middle fingers. His small, penetrating 
| eyes and his sinuous motions made him look like 
, &@ buman adder. if 
‘* Your servant, sir!” retorted the Curate, with 
savage formality, giving in exchange a card 


| bearing the name: 
‘* ARTHUR, WINGATE,” 
“Thanks,” returned the faro-dealer,. 


“My 
friends can wait upon you—” 


‘‘At the Hotel Bourbon, to-morrow, atten _ 


o'clock.” w 3 
Jerry Camp bowed and returned to his table. 
A duel being of less personal interest than the 

exposure of a cheat, the other gamblers dispers- 

ed to their several games, leaving the disputants 
almost alone. ‘ 
‘* Now, sir, we are ready for the arbitration of 


the Fates; and. may Fortune favor the right!” 


said the Curate. Y quirEa es: 
at am at your command,” replied Bowie, 

coldly, ‘Vide? »aihyairie 
* And it is mine to determine the weapons!” 

‘© According to custom.” t 


The Curate held out; his hand,so that its trem- ; 


ulousness was apparent 


‘‘ Tt shall not be by the, pistol,” ic? Pi a | 


years have shaken the nerve that once was as 
firm as yours; and the bullet would fly wide: 
its mark, directed. by so unsteady a hand... But 


_ age kas not robbed me of my gripe.. 


1 select. the knife—the weapon so peculiar , 
yourown. ‘You find no fault with, this? tne 
‘‘T find fault with soumeey G0 Dal? - Basaqiets 
“Again. Once I could look at the sun with- 


ust the man we want. move that Jerry 

rg be appointed an investigating committee 
of one. 

‘‘Gentlemen, are you all agreed?” 

**‘ Camp!”—*! Cam ’—'* Camp ‘hid habt: 

‘Mr. Jerry Camp!” called the first speaker. 

‘Right this way.” 

‘‘ Make room there!” 

The crowd parted to give passage to the deal- 
er, who, until called away by the general de- | 
mots hava | Sm to, sit. impassively at his 
post at the faro-table, P 

‘‘ Gentlemen,” he said, in a. low tone, bowing 
and rubbing his hands one over the other with 
a wringing motion, ‘‘if 1 can serve you,com | 
mand me,’ ' 

‘Examine those cards, and tell us whether 
they are marked, if you please.” 

* And begin. with this, pray!” cried the Cu- 
rate, oid | before the arbiter the card which 
had aroused his suspicions. 

_ Jerr _Camp bowed, received the card, ex- 
amined it critically, and laid it on the table, his 
face betraying absolutely nothing to the eager 
eyes that sought to read it. 

cking up the remainder of the pack, he set 
the cards in motion, gliding one over the other 
a5 Bre ed by the folds of a serpent. Lui 
hen he had examined each critically, yet 


“*y; 


+ f 


| weakened my sight. In quickness. of, 


| prietership, he asked: 


out ching. But turning night into day has 


ou would have an advantage over me, . There- 
pe Jet us fight in the dark, Are you agree- 
able 2 vy 

““T agree to anything, so that we lose no more 

time!” said Bowie, impatiently... - * we’ 
* Come, then!” 1 : ; 5 

‘* Lattend you:” ot' 
he Curate, followed by Bowie, immediately 
lett the gambling-ball by a.dcor which gave in- 
toa fashionable restaurant, which servedas a 
vestibule, so to speak, to the den. of deeper in- 
famy within. , sich dr test 
Stopping before a man who had an air of pro- 


hpi 


_ “Mr, Lingham, have you a rocoto 
light of day never gains admittance, for 

we can com 
somewhat dabbled with blood?’ 5 6) _ 

_ The proprietor started, looked at the lower- 
ing faces of his patrons, and comprehended the 
situation at once. " 


the eye 


—_ 


sate you in money, ifitsfloorbe 


“Why, -gentlemen,” he. ; & little ner- ; 


vena. nl me to expostula 
no mood for shilly-shally! Have you|or have 
you not such a room?” . elt no 
“ Certainly !—certainly, I have theroom.” >> 
“Can we have it at once?” b ingle 


interrupted the Curate; ‘we are in 


i) i 


Oyo hee 
: ty oe 


’ 


a , 


*, 


es,” 
“ Show us the way!” 
“You have seconds?” suggested the proprie- 


‘““We want none, If you wish witnesses to 
clear yourself, you are welcome to procure 
them.’ 

“ A surgeon, at least?” 

**One can’ be called if needed. It is not my 
purpose to leave room for patching!” muttered 
the Curate, savagely. 

Bowie remained silent. 

bb ‘‘Gentlemen, I will be with you in a mo- 
ment,” said the proprietor, and hastened away, 
ostensibly fora key. 

But while he was away he whispered in the 
ear of an attendant: By 


“Fetch Dr. Meredith without a moments 
, \ o- Ji delay!” . . 
Five minutes later the duelists stood at oppo- 


feet in extent, in their stocking-feet and strip- 


ee _ gite ends of a room perhaps twelve by twenty 


Br) Rebiaecony aves the f (or inf 
& Their only weapon was the famous (or infa- 
ae widué ) bowioknita 
_ -*"Phey stood-half-crouching, each with his eye 
fixed on that of his antagonist. 
“Gentlemen, are you ready?’ called Dick 
Lingham, from the doorway. 
A harsh, 
from each of the contestants. 
The door was shut and locked, and, for life or 
death, they were sil aie in impenetrable dark- 
mess! One—perha th!—might never see the 


ih so. ne 
; ¥ 
. 


ean tote eas 


: light of day again 
. A moment later Dr. Meredith appeared, look- 
: ing gravely anxious. He wasa Northern man, 


and not yet familiar enough with the Southern 


‘upon it complacently. 


and stood mutely beside the ‘proprietor of the 
_ restaurant awaiting the demand on his skill. 

; Within the chamber of death prevailed an 

hw ominous stillness, 


bated breath. 


The suspense was horrible, It seemed as if | 


2 _ it'would never end. 
: At last there came # savage, snarling sound, 
. eausing all hearts to leap, and then stand still. 


yy It was followed by the noise of a desperate | 


le, in which the contestants must have 
- gurged back and forth through the darkened 
room, giving blow on blow. } 
My" God, gentlemen!” cried Dr. Meredith, 
Ps “this is murder! Cannot it be stopped?” 
- Dick Lingbam raised his hand in silence, 
No one else offered to interfere. 


mbs, as of some one still 
ae 
, dead; palpable silence reigned once 


again urged Dr. Meredith, starting forward. 
- Dick {tet 


' hhis hand on the 
iidioe Seems clocidg bo-nentwed 
F rle mig renewed. 
. A minute—two—passed, the ] Dr. Mere- 
- @ivh ever experienced, then came the sound of 
 gome one Saget himself across the floor. It 
stopped, and a groan resounded hollowly 
- tarough the empty room. 
Now then, gentlemen, I think the affair is 
over, and (8 Sree! Bet id 
And Dick Lingham opened the door. 


7 7" oy ru 

# CHAPTER XV. 

a TOOT. OL! WHO SUFFERS. 

; Tue sight that met the view was enough to 
sake the stoutest heart quail. 

‘a The Curate lay on his back, ominously mo- 

, ae horribly dabbled with blood. 

- James Bowie sat at a little distance, support- 
>: self with one hand and with the other 
trying to stanch the blood that oozed from a 

_ terrib gash in his breast. Blood that streamed 
over bis face and shoulders from one or more 

- wounds in his head made the spectator shudder 


with horror. 
te A Ho looked up as the men entered the room. 
__ #*Gentlemen,” he said, faintly, ‘‘I reckon he’s 


- 


‘ 


done. But he was the devil and all. I'm lucky 
«$f he hasn’t given me my quietus. Can you get 
wit! 


ae ‘gut of this? Perhaps I can wal 


eo , 

Re mh helped him to rise, and between two of 
them he walked with tottering steps. 

. | The Curate was lifted and borne to a room 
where Dr. Meredith gave -him immediate at- 
tention. He was found to be hacked mae geeeed 
terribly, and though no vital part — been 
_ weached directly, it would be impossible for him 


i 


ating ejaculation of assent came | 


Fire-eater’s ready appeal to the ‘code ” to look 
"He was’ already informed ‘of tho situation, | 


) without waited in | 
_.- gonstantly increasing excitement, listening with | 


| to rally. If he could be kept alive twenty-four 


hours, it would only: be by artificial means. 

Miriam was sent for, and Dr. Meredith then 
gave attention to James Bowie. t 

Although he had bled a great deal from half 
a dozen wounds, his hurts were not necessarily 
serious. P-'* own wish he was put into a 
earriage and taken, Dr. Meredith knew not 
whither. 

Of rae hag none knew even his name. 

The affair had been conducted according to 
“the code,” This satisfied all the witnesses. 
Before the matter got to the ears of the police, 
who would have made some formal show of car- 
rying out the written law, which, however, cus- 
tom made practically a dead-letter, the only 
actor likely to survive was beyond their slip- 
shod search. 

Meanwhile, Dr. Meredith waited before the 
restaurant for the carriage which was to bring 
Miriam. 

Seeing him, she leaped out almost before the 
carriage en tyes 
. She was the ghost of even her frail self. Her 
| white face, her staring eyes, her quivering lips 
mare Dr. Meredith’s heart ache, 

He felt that her bands were like iee as she 
séized upon his, clinging to them asif he were 
| her only hope. 
| ‘Oh! what is the matter?’ she panted. 

‘“‘ What has happened to my father?” 
| “Hush!” said the doctor, ‘Come; we will 

go to him at once,” | 
| She could scarcely walk, ber limbs trembled 
' 80; and now the tears streamed from her eyes 
so that she could not see her way. 

Gently Dr. Meredith led her to.an apartment 
where he had her take off her hat and bathe her 
face to remove the traces of her tears, 

“T will tell you now,” be said, ‘‘that your 
father has been very dangerously hurt. You 
must not excite him by betraying emotion. 
Now, make an effort to control yourself.” 

He took her hands and held them firmly in 
his. It calmed her. 

Bravely she fought back the tears; then look- 
ing up into the doctor’s face almost like a child, 
she asked: 

‘May I go now?” 

He never fergot her face as it-looked then. In 
| all his life he 
cence and sweetness of expression. 

Without a word he took her tothe room where 


ad not seen such childlike inno- 


| 

| 

| her father lay. One moment he paused with 

| his hand on the knob of the door. 

“Tecan rely on your self-command,” he said. 

‘Your father’s well-being requires it.” 

She answered him with a look. 

He opened the door, and she glided in like a 
irit. . 

Prhe man closed the door and stood leaning his 
| head against the door-post. His brows were 
knit, and there were lines of pain on his face. 

His fancy had flown a thousand miles away 
to far Boston, and this is the picture it conjured 


up: 
A eo ine and statuesque, whose cold, intel- 
lectual beauty and hair s streaked with 
gray gave her a queen-like 
a copy of herself with the difference of a quar- 
ter of a oe, ee the lines filled out and color 
supplied by the freshness of youth. 
‘ore these two Miriam looking at them as 
she had looked at him a moment ago when ask- 


a, Bye if she could go to her father. 
imagination he saw the elder lady draw he.’ 
rustling skirts about her and h her frigid 


tones as she said: 

“ & gambler’s daughter!” 

The younger woman—so his fancy pictured it 
—met Miriam's pleading gaze with a stony stare 
which did not deign the least show of emotion, 

So pained was the dreamer at this that. he in- 
voluntarily pressed his hand over his eyes to 
shut out the spectacle. 

This only made a background of darkness out 
of which the face looked at him sadly, reproach- 
fully, so that he began to pace the hall to quiet 
his perturbed thoughts, : 

eanwhile, Miriam had moved to her father’s 
bedside. He wasina partial doze induced by 
weakness, and was not aware of her vicinity 
until a tremulous sigh ore her lips. Then 
he opened his eyes and saw her standing beside 
him with clasped h , gazing at him with all 


her tender soul in her-eyes. 
- Dr. Meredith had made it his go care to 
fix the wounded gambler so that his daughter 


would not be too greatly shocked at sight of 
him. There were no wounds visible. wie 
had done his work well. Every thrust of his 
murderous knife received somewhere 
in the body. Only the gray sees of his face 
showed how near the Curaté lav to death. 


ightl | 
ignity. Beside her 
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® Miriam, my poor childf he breathed, 

aintly.  _ 

“Father!” 

nd she bent over him, putting her arms 
around each side of him, not Lemieney: him, lest 
she should hurt him, only resting her cheek’ 
against his. ; 

He could feel her tremble and hear her quiver- 
ing breath, 

‘Ah! my darling!” he sighed, ‘‘ when we give 
the rein to our passions we do not reflect that it 
is you who suffer.” : 

‘ Hush!” she whispered. ‘I have come not 
to talk of what is passed, but to nurse you back 
to health and strength. ‘‘What canIdo for 


you?” 

“Nothing. My dayisover. Bymy ownrash 
act I have cut off all your. future. The dream 
of my life will fail through one moment of mad- 
ness, Ah! my little one, when I think of it I 
could die of self-reproach.” 

She stopped his lips with hers, and a tear fell 
upon. his face. “, 

‘* Miriam,” he said presently, ‘‘I shall never 
recover from this,” 

** Father |” : 

‘Let us face the truth. My time is short 
enough, What is to become of you, my child, 
when I am gone?” 

‘Do not think of me, dear father—” 

“T must. Ican see now that lhaye been a 
terrible drag on you. But, oh! believe that it 
because I hoped to repay you a thousand 


“T do! Ido!” 

‘‘T have cost Hee many an hour of weary toil 
and heart-breaking anxiety, and yet while I 
lived you hada protector. It. will different 
when you are utterly alone. Ah! who will 
watch over you then?’ 

As if in answer to the question, a knock 
sounded softly on the door. 

lt opened. M. de Calignay entered and cross- 
ed the room to the bedside on tiptoe. 

His hands were clasped as if he were wringing 
them in keen distress. His face was pale (be- 
cause he felt that the crisis of all his plotting 
was at hand!) and drawn with lines of simu- 
lated pain. ; 

He clasped the Curate’s hand in one of his 
and laid the other on Miriam’s bowed head. 

‘* Ah! what sad calamity has fallen upon us 
all!” he sighed, and a tear gathered in his eye. 
A smile broke over the Curate’s face. 

Ah! Miriam, the toils are closing about thee! 


a 


CHAPTER XVI 
SSa@rivE HER TO ME!’?, | 


M. DE CALIGNAY -e so close a watch on the | 
doings of the Curate that news of the duel and | 
its probably fatal results was not long in reach- 


him. 
“Sot /” (fool) he cried, ‘‘ Has he iled all? 
Could not’ing keep him from zis stupid duel? . If 
hes dead, I have wasted time and trouble on 
him. But if I find him alive—ah! who knows?— 
let us not despair—it may be ze key to my for- 
tune, If I can put in operation ze plan I formed 
when he lay stricken with paralysis, zen all is 
saved. But zere is Leoline! ! she would 
rend la petite Miriam, if she knew. Her jealous 
fury wi x Se all. But no; shemust yield. If 
I can assure her of my truth. Well! well! if 
note, J will tame her [”’ ‘ 3 

M. de Calignay’s eyes grew round beneath bis 
deeply-corrugated brows and bis mouth took on 
a bard, cruel set which boded no leniency to- 
Leoline, if she tried to balk bis plans. 

With Jong, rapid strides he sought Jerry 
Camp’s gam ling palace. 

pigs Boe meg “9 i race was crowded with 
men e ye was reaping 
a golden harvest from is local sensation. 

o these M: de Calignay gave no heed. An 

attendant informed him where the Curate lay. 

‘Has his daughter been sent for?’ asked the 
Frenchman. 

‘She is with him now,” was the reply. : 

M. de Calignay passed on, but stopped short 


at sight of Dr. Meredith pacing the. before | 
the door, | 

‘Ah! zat devil has again risen in my path! | 
He is before me!” he muttered, grinding his 
teeth and scowling furiously. ‘‘ Well, if-he be- | 
comes dangerous, he will be removed |” ; 


Dr. Meredith turned. _ 
Like lightning the expression of the French- 
man’s face changed. Hatred gave place to grief 
like the ic tee of a mask. 
tendancat” he exeleimen, clasping the quctor's 
ndance 6 exc octor’s 
hand in both of his, 
“Yes,” replied the doctor. — 


a 
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j. And my poor friend—how have you found 


“A doomed man!” 
“Ah! You shock me! 
* surely, it is note so bad?” 

“He cannot live twenty-four hours. If he 
were a younger man or had led a different life, 
he might rally. But nothe. His nervous force 
prghieg squandered. Now he will die for want 
of it. 

“‘ Mon Dieu ! I cannote tell ze pain you cause 
me! His child!—ah! I t’ink of her!” 

“She is at his bedside, She is indeed to be 
pitied.” 

‘* And you have told her zat she will be an or- 

. phan so soon?” 

“No, I dared not tell her. I thought.it better 
to let the truth come to her by degrees, from 
her own observation.” 

‘‘ Ah! ze kindness of heart! You have my 

ratitude for your consideration for one whom 
love as dearly as if she were already my 
own.” 

Dr. Meredith started, flushed, then turned 
pale. He had never thought of M. de Calignay 
asa ble lover of Miriam; but as he locked 
at him now be saw that the disparity was not 
grentes than that often seen between man and 
wife, 

The Frenchman was on the summer side of 
forty, and unquestionably a fine-looking man, 

uysicaily. Why should not she love and wed 

m 


im? : 

Dr. Meredith recalled the look and tone of M. 
de Calignay when the latter offered bim the 
glass of water after Miriam’s fainting fit, What 

dthey meant? Proprietorship? — 

The thought brought blended emotions to the 
doctor's heart. j 

First a sense of relief that Fate had taken out 
of his hands a question that was rapidly becom- 
ing a haunting torture to him, But it wasa 
desperate sort of satisfaction, such as a criminal 
might feel on receiving sentence after a pro- 
tracted trial in which suspense had become 
worse than certain death. And with this feel- 
ing came 4 dreary sense of desolation and loss, 

‘You wish to see your friends?” he asked, for 
he felt og Sale 2 him a strong sense of aver- 
sion to the nchman which rendered miere 

hysical proximity painful. He ascribed this 

jealousy, and felt that it was unworthy; but 

it mastered him, and he knocked on the door 

and then opened it, so that M. de Calignay 
could not well i prolong the conversation. 

When the Frenchman had entered the room, 
a new feeling took possession of the doctor. He 
seemed to have abandoned Miriam to one who 
would not work her true weal. So with con- 
flicting emotions Dr. Meredith tortured himself. 

Meanwhile, the Curate had welcomed M, de 
Calignay, his false friend, with a smile, 

‘* Ah!” was his reflection, ‘‘ this is the protec- 
tor of my child. Fate sent him justas I asked 
the question, I will take it as a good omen. 
And he has been so kind to us both he cannot de- 
sert her now.” 

“My good friend, do T find you again stricken 
downf Alas! my brother, vies have you done? 
Had you no thought of your child—our child|— 
anay I note call her 50, since I love her tender- 

) 

‘‘T deserve your reproach, Calignay; and yet 
you are too find te make it bitten! said ihe 
Curate. ‘ Yes, I have been cruel to her—” 

“Father, I cannot bear to hear you talk like 
this,” sobbed Miriam. 

“T see it more clearly now, my child, and I 
cannot help reproaching myself. Hoping to 

ain all, I have denied you much that I should 
have given you. Now that all is lost, I have 
the bitterness of leaving you desolate and desti- 


tute, 

“Not while I live, my good friend!” protested 
M. de Calignay, putting an arm protectingly 
about Miriam. 4 ‘When you are gone she 
comes my care. 

The ty rewarded him with a look of deep 
gratitude. " 

“Spoken like my generous friend!” cried the 
Curate, hiseyes becoming humid. ‘‘ Ah! Calig- 
nay, how can I repay you alll owe you? But 
‘you pts believe that I meant to pay you every 
cent? 

‘Can you speak of that at such a time?” cried 
M. de Calignay, ap ntly much hurt. ‘ Ah! 
my friend, how little you have known me, Had 
I note loved you as I do, I would have done it 
all and more for Miriam’s sake. But let ze past 
We must look at ze future.” ; 

“That is what pains me—to leavea young girl 
all unprotectedtothe world.” 

“Father! Father! Father!” / 

And with a wild burst of grief Miriam clutch- 


It is note so’ bad— 


a 


\ “ 


my 
e Se “Me ane 
1 TSERSNE bar ee a 


“trol 


her smile—ze touch of 


wish to see us uni 


‘soul! Iam selfish 


ed her parent’s hands, throwing herself on her 
knees at the bedside. 

All the barriers of self-Gontrol were down, 
swept away by the mighty flood of an uncon- 

Table grief. The girl shivered with dread, 
and sobbed and moaned in a way that would 
have moved the sternest heart. 

Dr. Meredith knocked on the door and enter- 
ed the room. 

‘“Come!” he said, takiag’ her gently by the | 
wrist. ‘* You must go and calm yourself. You 
shall return as soon as you have regained self- 
control.” 

‘*No! no! no! no!” she cried, wildly. ‘‘He 
will die while Iam away! Oh! father! father! | 
father!” 

With gentle force Dr. Meredith and M. de 
Calignay unclasped her fingers and bore her al- 
most fainting from the room, 

While Dr. Meredith set himself to soothe her, 
M. de Cali snay returned to the Curate. 

“ Calignay,” continued the gambler, pice 
up the thread of conversation where he had left 
off, ‘1 cannot lose sight of the temptations that 
surround a young girl who is cursed with pov- 
ory With all your kindness you cannot pro- 
tect ‘her as a father would,’ I have done so un- 
til now by secluding her from the outside world. 
And now if she were only married to one who | 
would throw around her the protection of a | 
home, I should die easier.” we 

‘‘Give her to me!” cried M. de Calignay, ex- 
tending his arms impulsively. 

“To you?” exclaimed the Curate, in surprise. 

‘Ah! my friend!” cried the Frenchman 
seeming to be suddenly overwhelmed by a flood 
of emotion, “if you only knew how I have loved 
her—how 1 do ‘love her! You have often ex- 
pressed gratitude for little services I have ren- 
dered you from time to time. ShallI be frank? 
—it was because you were her father. When I 
came ostensibly to see you, I could feast my 
eyes on her loveliness and grace, and listen to ze 
sound of her voice. My good friend, you know 
me—you know what I have to offer her. Not 
opulence, grandeur, ostentation; but a home zat 
will have every comfort and enough of ze lux- 
uries of life to make her envied by many. And 
she will be ze apple of my eye! Ah! my friend, 
give her tome! As her husband I can hedge 

er round about; but only as her father’s friend 
—ah! you know ze world!—my most tender care 
of her would be turned to poison!” 

There were tears in the Curate’s eyés, 

“Calignay,” he said, “I have not words to 
express my feelings, I could see her your 
wife, I should know that her future was assur- | 
ed, But are you sure that-you love her so—that 
it is not pity for her desolate condition—” 

“My friend,” peg AE the Frenchman, 

er hand. is Peares. ee 


me! Ihave jonged to speak to you of zi 
feared zat your hopes for her future would lead 
you to reject my suit. Now zat all is abandon- 
ed, and I can offer her a brighter future zan she 
can hope for without me, I'am bold tosay—give 
her to me!” 

** Alas! her future is blighted! With. means 
at my command I might have wrested for her 
the fortune that is hers of right; but after my 
death the case is hopeless, he has no prospects 
save those your disinterested offer opens to her, 
and I wish it were carried into effect already.’ 

“While I believe zat lam not repugnant to 
her, I cannote hope to fill her romantic ideal, 
which shall have ten or a dozen years ze.advan- 
tage of me,” said the Frenchman, ‘For ais | 
reason she cannote have looked upon me as a | 
lover. But she has confidence in your love and | 
will yield to your judgment as to whatisfor her — 
real well-being. If you put it as your dyin 
, she cannote refuse; an 
she will have my care. before your hold upon 
her relaxes.” , 

“t Calignay, it shall be so. Bring her to me, 
I will secure her consent, and the marriage can 
take place before I die.” 

‘* Tt will be very abrupt. Let her besurround- | 
ed by her friends. As yet Mlle. Leoline knows 
nothing of your misfortune. I will fetch her. 
It will make it easier for ze dear child, Ah! 
my brother, sad as I am over ze irreparable loss 
which I feel is a pa zere is music in my 

Do love you less?” 


“No! nol Calignay. 1 would not have it 
otherwise, Iam that my child brings you 
happiness, ln po ems you will give her peace 
rE Feat fal Sidon Gh Frenchman's. 

‘fell from the Frenchman’s eyes u 
the Curate’s hand as he pressed it to h ee 
Alas! poor 1 + 
4 . F } ( A ere is, ‘fr 


‘my auxiliary,” he reflected. 


| requirement, 


. “Good! If you always answer li we. yu 
shall get alo: Tnost famously. Well, howmuch 
do I love yous . ma i 


CHAPTER XVII. 

“YOUR WIFE! NEVER!” 
M. pz Catianay had no time to lose, 
‘* Leoline must be won or compelled to become 
‘It will cost a 
struggles but if I: mistake note, 1 am master ~ 
zere! She must prepare Miriam for her father’s 
e must note see repugnance 
from her, or he will recede from. his pu < 
Now her acting must serve us as it has done be- ‘ 
fore. Ah! it will be rare sport to see her vail 
her jealous f with smiles—to see her kiss 
where she would bite, and caress where she 


would rend!” ast Oat 
The innate cruelty of the man appeared in the 
smile that this reflection called to his lipsas he: 


| walked rapidly in quest of Leoline, As much as 1 


his selfish nature would permit he loved her; 
and yet he could, bear to. give her pain. | 
Called from her sleep, theactress didnot k 
him Ma saps Tip rere os a a i 
gown. s negligee, for everything 
about her bad reference to her t rsonal appear- 
ance, her charms appeared at their greatest ad- 
vantage. She obeyed theJaws.of health as care- 
fully as her vocation would permit, and nature 
rewarded her, by giving her! immunity from 
the tyranny of cosmetics. So it was.mo 
face and jaded air that. welcomed» M. de Calig- 
nay, but rather the rosy freshness of; in whila 
awakened from slumber. ‘ fond ijatt 
“Ab!” ejaculated the Frenchman, with keen 
appreciation. ‘‘In each new guise you aremore 
beautiful. zan before, Leoline, ze world. holds 
gy ed nerds aay “¢ , { ada’ dot Te. 
ccept the rew or your pretty speech, 
she said, offering her lips: for Sees “But es 
what brings you-here at this hour, Raoul? And ‘9 
you are pale with excitement!’ What is it?” 
 Leoline, ze crisis of our life!?’ =. 6) fj). 
“How? What hasshappened?”’ o),0 6%) 
_ “Our excellent friend, ze Curate, has ever our 
interests at heart. Ha! ha! bal” oi eels tered 
‘* What has he done?” yiodT 
“You would never guess. He has fought a 


duel!” . 
** He? Im ble!” ras 
 Parbleu ] why note he?” : 
* But for what?” oe cal 
eee over ve: card,” 
“* And with whom?’ * 


‘* Was he killed?” : bet. ONE ry 

_“ Diable! no. What would be ze eof 
his carcass to us? He is living; but he will m Padi 
it convenient to die before zis time to-morrow. m 
Meanwhile, ze remnant of his life will be devote ¢ 
to enrich us.” wh Ome 

‘« You speak in riddles, How, pray?’ 


‘ “ 


| 


“Itis along story, Let us begin, 
do you love me?” > wot ‘onl tits es 
‘Love you, Raoul?’ few ¥ln | 
sida y.* | 5 : eek * } =k 
“Why do you ask so str aquestion?angd => 
i my to do with the “Pe he mfe E | 
bien / cannote you say—yes /—no'! | 
you multiply questions?» Is A note Sora Vode 
you love me?—do you note love mef”) yr) 


‘* Certainly Llove you. But itis so--”. 
‘Tiens! It is sutticient—‘ yes! Now, how 
much do you love me?” . thy 
The actress looked at him in bewilderment. | nm 
“ Allons! allons!” he cried) ‘‘How'muchf® —_ 
A soft flush came into the woman’s cheeks, th 
and the humidity of deep emotion sprung to’ her 
; ipa fii KY Se 


eyes. ur a £G , 
Raoul,” she said, nestling close to his side, 


| and resting her head on his breast, ‘‘more than ; f 


everybody and everything else in all: the  — 
world |” el 


““Good!” cried the Frenchman, caressing her 
hair. ‘‘ Now, ma cherie, do you believe vatI — 

| love you?” dat bobhhpmd 7° & 

‘‘What is to come of all this, meray * 

ae actress, smiling wonderingly up into be 


Tt Git 
‘* Answer! answer!” 0 ; 2 a Wee 
‘Well, you have always told meso.” 
‘Who believes all zat he hears?’ asked the _ 
Frenchman, with a shrug. Ais ee ee 
“You have always acted as if you loved me.” __ 
“ Parbleu! you act as if you Ioveit Mademel- ta 


| gelle Miriam!” 
. “While I hate her like death!” cried Leoline, ry 
flushing with passion, ‘But you do not hate = 
me, Raoul?” in 


 pommaeoare lt Searls ana Moke eae se 
Yes!” she replied, looking straightintohis —_ 
eyes, with a co dentamile,: iio ot sadl i hag of 
‘« “en you believe zat Lloveyouf. © 
“ T know it!” [ tenes aay 
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«Ah! how can I-tell: that?” she asked, archly. 
**But you must have an opinion.” 

In silence she looked into his face, trying to 
fathom what was in his thoughts. The strange- 
ness of his coming to her/at such a time to ask 
her such questions, his evident excitement, the 
relation’ of these things to the Curate’simpend- 
ing death, and their enrichment somehow grow- 
ing out of it—all this began to impress her with 
the gravity of the occasion, and gradually the 
smile faded from her lips, 

; io“ Well?’ asked M. de» Calignay, who had 

watched the changes in her countenance. 


me answer you?” 
vi “Truthfully!” 
4! # Well, I believe that you love me ve 
eS _ andeed,” she said, slowly, looking steadily into 
ee es. 2 
e so bs he much as you do me?” he asked. 
& gy Atithat a great wave of emotion swept over 
arr tt rer; fetching the blood‘in a torrent to her face. 
Passionately she threw her arms about his neck 
bringing her face close to his, while her suffused 
| eyes ed upon his with a hungry look. 
"Ab! Raoul, if you do /” she murmured, with 
‘almost a sob. 
“Would you believe me if I were to say if” 
he asked. 
~» | **Yes)*she cried, eagerly. 
» .As she hung on his neck, the man brushed the 
hair back from her temples, and, holding her 
- face between his palms, gazed intently into her 


eyes. ; 
_ - #Leoline,” he said, in a tone of deep serious- 
ness that she had never known him to employ 
before, ‘* believe—for it is true—zat during ze 
twenty year and more since my early manhood 
‘have never seen a woman who satisfied me un- 
tilI saw you! Believe zat. do satisfy me, 
and zat in ze moment I beheld you I resolved to 
possess you. ® zat after you all'‘women 
‘areinsipid tome! Ihave room in my heart for 
but one idol—alb ze rest are but clay [” 
There was no doubting the strong passionate 
‘earnestness’ of the man. He’ spoke from the 
soul He could not have chosen more accurate 
to define his love. He loved her because 
she satisfied him. He didnot add, as be might 
have done with truth, that should’ he meet an- 
other woman who sa’ him more complete- 
| , and were she within his reach, he would turn 
s m his presenta ce without a shadow of 
regret, and follow his new idol. But for the 
t was'as he said—after Leoline all other 
“women were indifferent to him. 
_ As this assurance sunk into her heart, all the 
x 5 yen of the woman’s nature was satisfied. 
e rein of repression by which she had hidden 
her passionate longing for bim was suddenly 
Xelaxed ; and straining him in a close embrace 
she hid her face in his neck, where she: could 
only reiterate: 
é ‘Raoul! Raoul! Raoul! Raoul!” 
) «Buch deep love from the woman he had set 
apart from all others could not but be grateful 
“to M..de,Calignay. . Perhaps most men woul¢e 
have taken it asthe measure of the pain tne 
1 he contemplated would cause her, and 
spared her. ‘M. de Calignay felt no such prompt- 
7 wn : 


‘She will suffer from jealousy,” he reflected; 
“but itis ze price she must pay for ze wealth 
ry ‘zat will come after.” : 
| Aloud, hesaid: 


> 


K? ; 


; 


A 


® million and a quarter of dollars?” 


A » * Raoul, can you speak of money at such a 

‘time as this?” asked the woman. ‘Ah! if I 
My could rest as now forever, I would give up every- 

thing else!” 

, «9 “Unfortunately; mortals must live,” said the 

24 ‘Frenchman. ‘Tolive comfortably wine must 

be added to beefsteak and potatoes. Most peo- 


- jo not 1 with carriages and elegantly- 
dapartments. Leoline, would you e 
- mo sacrifice to obtain zese t’ings?” 
“ Ah! Raoul, you know my weakness!” 


d gratify zem?’ 

“T would give up everything butyou, Raoul!” 
Would you not give me up for a ree iia 
omyear—if zen we could live together in happi- 
i ness? 4 
Raoul, now that I know how much you love 
) Mae you are a hundred-fold more dear to me, 
‘a ong to end this waiting.: But if a year 
¢; would add somuch to your life, 1 would wait 
patiently.” A ii* 


_ os '*Teoline,” said M, de Calignay, impressivel 
“a million and a quarter of Mhollserdisd-y dibs 
for youcnd me; but it can be got only bva 


& 
ok 


_, 
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much | 


eo Raoul,” she asked, ““how would ‘you have 


+» #Leoline, how much do you love money—say | 


‘ “Diamonds?” : 

= ed**Dlove thera!” «; 

+ #V7¥hat would you. give to have wish | 
~ “gratified—so far asa million and a quarter 


| your 
Laid! 


eat. sacrifice and at, patience and gréat 
rust on your part. Will you make ze sacrifice 
of feeling?—will you exercise ze patience?—will 
‘you repose ze trust?” 
_ The woman began to tremble with apprehen- 
sion. 

“T must not give.you up, Raoul?” 

“Tn one sense, yes—in one scuse, no. Appa- 
rently—to ze world—you renounee me. forever, 
Practically, our relations remain ze same as 
now. 

‘But I can never marry ycu, Raoul?” 

“Atze end of a year or a year and a half, 

you can marry me, worth a million or more dol- 
s! 


‘* Ah! Raoul, how is all this to come about?” 

“Once more; do you trust me? Do you be- 
lieve zat my only aim is to get zis money zat I 
may enjoy it with you?” 

‘* Yes, I believe you!” 

“No matter what I ask of you, you will, be- 


_ lieve zat zis is ze. end—ze ouly end? You. will 
| trust me?’ 


“Yes, Raoul!” 

*Tmplicitly?” 

Tmplicitly.” ; : 

‘Well, attend, Ze Curate is heir to a million 
and a quarter.” : 


“He will die.” 

“ec Yes,” 

‘' Miriam becomes heir.” 

* Well?” 

“She will get ze money.” 

‘* And then?’ 

“To get ze money from her I must—” 
What?’ 


‘You trust me? You believe zat I love you, 
and only you?—zat it is for you I act?” 
“Yes, Well?” 
‘To get ze money from her, I must make her 
my wife.” 
6 woman gazed at the man in dumb amaze- 
ment... Her arms relaxed and fell awa 


his neck, She seemed to shrink within herself, 


‘while every vestige of color faded from her 
£. 


Ace, ; 
‘‘ Your wife /” she repeated, in a hoarse whis- 


Pe Ror aday only—”: 

‘ YouR WIFE!” interrupted the ac now 
in clear tones, while she rose to her feet. ‘‘ Never! 
—for a day!—for an hour!-~for a minute!—for 
a second !—for the pce th pent of an atom of 
time!—never / NEVER! NE ” 


CHAPTER XVIII. 
M. DE CALIGNAY CONQUERS. 


“Sim your wife!” cried the actress, raising 
ae cleni ed hand, “‘ J would strangle her at the 
ar! _ 


M. de Calignay remained seated, showing no 
trace of emotion, save the pallor of calm de- 
termination. 

‘* Leoline,” he said quietly, you do not un- 
derstand me fully.” 

‘“God in Heaven!” cried the excited woman, 
**T understand this—that you wish tom her! 
But do you dream that I will permitit? Never! 
She will not live to become your wife! Oh! 
Raoul! Raoul! you have deceived me!—me who 
would have placed my hair beneath your feet!” 

And casting herself on the floor the passion- 
ate woman abandoned herself to a frenzy’ of 
ter upon death to relieve her from her 

ering 

M, de Calignay sat perfectly still gnawing his 
nether lip and ooking at the woman with a 
frown. 

He understood woman-nature. He knew that 
the storm must pass before he could talk to her. 
He waited, not over-patiently. 

Gradually the passionate words sunk into 
moans, the moans into sobs, the sobs into sighs, 
and the woman lay still, exhausted. . 

Then M. de Calignay knew that his time was 
come. 

“ Teoline,” he said, kindly ‘yet firmly, ‘‘ Iam 
not surprised at your display of emotion. IT 
knew zat it must come and pass. It is note from 
lack of Jove zat f have left you toexhaust your- 
self. I tried to prepare you. If you had listen- 
ed to me to ze end, you would have spared your- 
self much unnecessary pain. But I knew with 
assionate nature zis could note be. 
have given you every verbal assurance 
zat I love you, and boyy you. I can derive no 
pleasure from association with any one but you. 
A marriage which would separate us would 
make me as unhappy as‘you.” : 

“‘ And do you dare to propose that while she 
is your wife Jshall be~” ~ 
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from _ 


| dying wish would weigh 


| "Notting of ze kind! You shall be my, wife 
before all ze world! Will you listen quietly ¢ 

‘So indifferent am I to ze person of zis child 
zat I propose zat her, marriage shall be one in 
name only. She shall be my wife in just so far 
as will give me control over her actions, so zat 
I can get zis money—no further. From ze time 
zat ze law shall make her Madame de Calignay 
till she lies dead in her grave, 1 do not care to 
so much as touch her hand. 

“‘ But before ze world she must be my wife. 
Her actions. must be free from outside inspec- 
tion, My wife can convert her real estate into 
stocks and bonds, with no one to ask why—my 
ward could note. At my wife’s death her per- 
sonal property becomes mine—my ward’s would 
note. Do you see why legally she must be my 
wife? After I got her money in my hands, how 
long would you let her live?’ 

‘*NOT.AN INSTANT!” 
‘* Ab, yes! she would die gradually. Sudden 


deaths interest ze coroner! Leoline, she will 
note poets your place. Cannote you give her ze 


r privilege of bearing my name afew months 
or a million dollars? Forze pain it costs you, 
you can have your revenge.” 

“Raoul!” cried the woman, not lifting her 
head from the floor, ‘‘I cannut endure it!—I 
canndt!—I cannot!—{f cannot! I should die at 
goeing any one else your wife,even in name, 
Ah! how cruel you are! Do you think of the 
days of waiting and the nights of torture? I 
would not have a moment’s peace for fear that 
somehow she might win you. When she was 
really yours, what might not happen? No! no! 
no! no! it is an impossible marriage. Who ever 
heard of such a thing? A wife and yet no wife! 
No! no! no! no! a thousand times no!” 

p jor M. de Calignay rose, went over to her 
and said; 


‘*Come, you have lain here long enough.” 

She drew herself together like a child that re- 
eh coaxing, holding her hands tightly over 

er face. 

M. de Calignay lifted her bodily in his arms, 
bore her to the sofa, and set her beside him. 

She rested against his breast as he placed her, 
but would not remove her hands. 

‘¢Leoline,” he said, in hisfirm yet not unkind- 
ly tones—for M. de Calignay could be patient 
when it best served his pur “you have 
said zat you believed zat I loved youas you love 
me, Put yourself in my place, Suppose you 
were z3 man, with ze love you now feel. Could 
note you do as | propose with no disloyalty to ze 
woman you loved? How would you feel toward. 
ze woman you married?” 

‘“T should hate the very sight of her for stand- 
ing between me and the woman I loved!” cried 
the actress, passionately. ‘I could not bear to 
touch her unless it was to crush her, so as to re- 
move her from my path!” 

** Ah! you would feel so! And do you think I 
would languish with caresses for ze woman who - 
stood erat and me?” 

‘Raoul!’ cried the actress, suddenly remov- 
ing her hands and gazing appealingly into his 
eyes, “‘let us give up this money,. I love you— 
you love me. We have enough tolive on. Let 
us go and be all-in-all to each other. I will give 
every hour, every minute of the day to your 


ers wee 
‘Enough! It cannote be! I have marked 
out ze path. We must walk in it.” 


The woman uttered a sharp cry of pain and 
despair, again covered her face with her hands, 
and sat a ring in a terrible struggle. 
M. de Calignay drew her u 
began to stroke her hair. 
He waited. : 2 

There was a long pause. Then 
spoke in a low, restrained voice: 

“Raoul, you cannot induce her to enter into 
| such an arrangement as this, .If she does not 
| wish to be your wife in fact, she will not marry 
| you at all.” 
| _ **On ze contrary, I doubt if she could be in- 
| duced to ery me on any other understanding. 

Parbleu ! she does note love me! She is grate- 
ful tome, Jam her father’s friend—ber uncle, 
if you will, by courtesy ; but her lover !—she has 
never dreamed of sock a t’ing!” 
“Then she will refuse to marry you altogeth- 
| er. She has nothing to gain.” © 
|. “Note? Let.us see. Her father, dying, leaves 
| her, a young irl, unprotected, in poverty. To 
| him 1 have offered to marry her, protesting my 
| secret love for her, which has awaited zis blight- 
_ ing of her prospects before it dared proclaim it~ 
| self; and he ‘sete Jp me a protector and a 
home, is ready to lay his commands on her, His 
gue with her, but. - 
erself for life to @ 


n his breast and 
e said not a word, 


the woman 


would it induce her to tie 


e care thi te SO 
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exists between us. But if she will consent to 
become my wife before ze law only, for a few 
short months, I can secure for her her fortune, 
ze marriage can zen be nullified, and she be free 
again as to-day, with ze difference of wealth at 
her command. She will t’ink zat her father 
sanctions zis arrangement, since I will give zem 
no opportunity to arrive at a different under- 
standing—she is young and knows not’ing of 
soch t’ings—she is in grief—it is her father’s dy- 
ing wish—behold! she is entrapped!” 

‘You have spoken to the Curate?” asked Leo- 
line, and seemed to hold her breath for the an- 


swer. 
“Tt is all arranged with him,” said M. de Ca- 
_ lignay. ‘‘ Before it should be broken to Miriam 
I said; ‘Let her be surrounded, by her friends,’ 
—and I came for you,” ' 
There was another iong pause in which Leo- 
line remained perfectly motionless, She could 
see no way of escape. 
Presently she clasped M.de Calignay about 
the neck and hid her face in his breast, 
‘Raoul! Raoul! Raoul!” she cried, in a pas- 
sionate appeal. 
M, de Calignay knew that his conquest was 
et hand, He made no reply, but kissed her 


hair. ask ' 
- “Qh! I shall die! Ishall die!” she cried again, 
oa to him more desperately. 
e cla her close in his arms, laying his 
cheek on her bowed head, but said nothing. 
She sobbed, she panted, she trembled in every 
nerve, It seemed like the rending of soul and 


Z ise me, Raoul!” she suddenly cried— 
‘promise me that you will be true to me in 
word, act look, thought!: Promise. that she 
shall neve: be more to you than she has been in 
the past! Promise that you will never again 
kiss her, even as youhave done! Oh! if you 
knew the torture it has been to me! Promise: 
that you will never even touch her hand when 
it can be avoided! Promise that nothing shall 
ever pass between you that I would not consent 
to willingly, if I were by tosee! Promise me, 
Raoul!—promise me everything!” 

‘I promise you zis,” said 
‘not as a concession, but as a part of my plan 
—zat you shall live with us, and be present, if 

ou wish, at every interview zat I hold wiz 
Vadame de cn ry oath mon 

Leoline threw her head back and gazed into 
his eyes as if she could read his soul. 

“Do you mean this?’ she asked. 

“I swear it, by our faith!” he replied, solemn- 
ly, making the form of a cross in the air before 
his 


. de Calignay— 


Once more she buried her face in his breast, 
straining him in her arms with all her strength. 
In that final struggle she held her breath until it 
seemed as if she would never breathe again. 
Then suddenly all ber muscles relaxed, and she 
sunk limp oad gasping in his embrace, ~ 

The fight was over, M. de Calignay had con- 
quered: ped 


CHAPTER XIX. 
‘SBVERYTHING IS IN READINESS!” 
AFTER a time the actress hecame calm. Then 


> ; ts oo) ec 


THE KNIGHT OF 


CHIVALRY. 


sae Le nS ae 
~ 


| Ee 5 i: 


to her. Prepare her so zat she shaiLoniy asx 
him if it is his wisi, so zat no expianation shall 
pass hetween zem, Come! we have no time to 
spare. Hasten to remove ze traces of excessive 
emotion, and come with me.” 

“But, Raoul—oht I tremble!—suppose we 
make this sacrifice and fail in the end? It will 
be a living death to me! Are you sure of the 
result?” 

“Trust me for zat. Whilg you are getting 
ready I will go for ze pearl of lawyers, Quirk. 
What he cannote doin ze way of rascality may 
well be despaired of.” 

The man arose from the sofa. 

The woman arose also andsuddenly cast her- 
self upon his breast. 

‘“Raoul!” she cried, ‘take me in your arms 
once more, and assure me that nothing—noth- 
ing can ever turn your love from me!” 

e did as she wished and then took his de- 
parture. 
When he was gone she paced the room for a 
time like a caged lioness, then calming herself 
with an effort, set resolutely to work to prepare 
for his return, : 
fee the early morning M. de Calignay 
sought Ezreth Quirk, Esq. The lawyer was 
a late riser, in keeping with his genera] sbiftless- 
ness, and a scene similar to that depicted ina 
revious ehaitas wasenacted before M. de Ca- 
ignay gained access to him. 
“Come!” said the Frenchman, ‘‘ I must make 
a new man of you on short notice. How long,is 
it since you had a bath?” 
uirk stared at his contemptuous interlocu- 
i and then grinned like a sneaking syco- 
nant. 
‘Ha! hal hal my esteemed client, very good 
—very good indeed! Your wit reminds me of 
an old classmate of mine after he had become 
judge of thesupreme—” 

“You are drifting from ze point, Let us 
waste no more time. Come!” é 
From the bosom of his interesting family M. 
de Cnligany took Ezreth Quirk, Esq., to’ a bar- 
r-shop. 
= Put zis fellow through a thorough course,” 
he said, as if giving an order with reference to 
his horse. ‘Wash him, shave him, and shear 
him!” f 

The barber grinned. Ezreth ne Esq., 
smiled a rather cross-eyed smile. The stinging 
contempt of his master was beginning to pene- 
trate to what little soul he had. 

The barber did his work well, and Hzreth 
Quirk, Esq., was really in langer of taking cold 
from the unusual course of treatment. 
‘¢-You must now shed zese vile rags,” said M. 
de Calignay, looking over the lawyer’s certainly 
unostentatious wardrobe—the coat with the ink- 
stained sleeve and the slovenly taloons—as 
if they offended his nostrils. ‘ But you must 
note look like a countryman in his holiday suit. 
Some second-hand dealer will make you pre- 
seutable.” 
A second-hand furnisher gave Ezreth Quirk, 
Esq., an appearance which would attract no 
 pcead a attention; but to the lawyer, who 
ad not owned so a asuit within the 
recollection of his oldest child, the transforma- 
tion was wonderful. : 


“Why, Mrs. Quirk will hardly know ne and 


M. de Calignay broached her part in the plot. the children will be shy until assured that I am 
“Teoline,” he said, “I n your aid fa car- | not a stranger!” he cried, as he gazed at bis re- 
rying out zis project.” : os flection ina mirror. ‘ May it please the Court, 
iy My aid?: What can I do?” and—Gentlemen of the Jury!’— 
* You must be ze first to approach Miriam on He started on an ee: tpl lea with a ma- 
we subject.” jestic wave of the hand; but M. de Calignay 
“tT? ; ruthlessly cut him short. 
“Yes. You are her friend—her sister. She ‘Come! We have no time for monkey- 
will be amazed at ze sition, and at first,no | shines! Followme!”  — : 


doubt, refuse mi ha wt ; but she will listen to 
your arguments and be persuaded in ze end.” 
‘“‘ ] persuade her to become your wife!” cried 
the actress. 
«There is no other way. Her father mustsee 
no marked repugnance on ber part, or all is 
lost. If I make ze proposal, she will note hear 
me out, but rush off to him at once. With you 
she will debate ze matter until you Jead her 
through ze phases of stormy opposition, tremu- 
lous hesitation and final submission.” 
“Raoul, you ask mo too much. I cannot en- 
dure it!” 
‘‘Oh, yes you can, and will, because you love 
me, and all our future happiness depends u 
it.. Itisa rare field for your bistrionic talents, 
You will have note only to simulate, but to dis- 
semble. - And you will succeed, as you have in 
ze past, . 
“Raoul, you have given me a cruel task. 
What shallI say toher?? . : 
“‘Zat I leave to your woman’s ek oll You 
know what is requisite—zat she shall tink zat 
her father is a party to ze plan as we pregent it 
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had had a pocket without a holeinit. The first 
thing he now put in his new pockets was his 
dignity, if he could be said to have any, and 
followed M. de Calignay in all humility. 
M. de & 
able clergyman and engaged him to be in at- 
tendance at a certain time. 
This done, he sought Leoliue, and with her 
and Ezreth Quirk, Esq., repaired to Jerry 
Camp’s gambling palace, in one of the chambers 
of which the Curate lay. 
With the aoe 4 of the Curate’s seemin 
friends Dr. Meredith took his leave, to atten 
upon other patients who demanded bis care. 
Leoline took Miriam into a room apart. 
The lawyer and his master remained with the 
dying gambler. : 
“‘T have brought my lawyer zat he might re- 
ceive any papers of value zat you might wish 
preserved. I have heard you speak arene of 
expectations zat you have enterta it 


could be ben 


he 


It was a long time since Ezreth Quirk, Esq., | 


alignay next called upon a respect- | 


should ever happen zat Miriam and her children 
ted, it is well to be prepared.” 


the claim is almost as 61d as the 


af Calignay, 
child herself, and I have despaired of it unless I 


should acquire means sufficient to prosecute it, 
All this time I have been fiat on my back, and 
year after year has slipped by without bringing 
me an opportunity to establish my rights. 
Some day you may be able to secure to my 
child what belongs to her. Ah!—I grow 
faint!” ; 

A stimulant was administered, and the Cu- .— 
rate rallied so that he could transfer the pa- j 
pers, which he carried in a long wallet, and 
give information and instructions with refer- 
ence to them. When this was over, the Curate 
| was so much prostrated that he could scarcely 


speak. : 
At last the culminating moment of the plot 
came. 
A knock sounded at the door. ; 
M. de Calignay opened to an attendant. 
“Mille. Lecline sends to say that she awaits 
your pleasure,” said be. row 
‘Tell her that everything is in readiness, and . 
she may come— Stay! I will escort her myself!” * 
And he went for his fellow-plotver and -his® _ 


‘ . 


victim. 


CHAPTER XX. . 
LIKE A LAMB TO SLAUGHTER. 4: 

AFTER the passionate outburst of grief whichy 
had followed the realization of her father’s 
condition, Miriam had lapsed into a sort of : 

apathy. $ 

Leoline began by taking the gambler’s daugh- 
ter in her arms and weeping over her in seem 
excess of sympathetic grief. ya * 

“Oh! my stricken friend—my afflicted sister!” 
she sobbed, ‘‘ this has fallen upon melikeathun- 
derclap! Only yesterday all was so bright with 
promise; and now to-day—ah! what shall I sa 
to you? how can I comfort you?” | 

iriam only sighed. : ; 

‘Can you not weep, dear? I fear the shock . 
will kill you. Let-me hold you—so; Now tell 
me your grief. Can you not, my sister?’, 

‘No! no! no! no!* moaned Miriam, and lay 
in the arms of her false friend as if thought or 
motion were torture. “ah tee 

At this juncture an attendant of the restau- 
rant entered with glasses and a bottle on a sal- 
ver, which he set on the table. 

“See!” said Leoline, “I have ordered you 
some wine. It will rare: bape you, dear, and 
ye ng to bear this trial. Here, drink this.? 

efore pouring the wine the actress-had drop- 
ped a single drop of liquid from a small vial 
into the glass she now held to Miriam’s lips. A | 
terrible look had come.into her face while ° 
doing this; and through her brain had flashed 
the thought: : ’ 

‘* Ah! if it were but deadly poison!” » 

Miriam swallowed the draught with thedo © 

cility of a child. | oj 

The drug wrought a change in the girl Be > 
fore she had suffered intensely without the ¥ 

power to give vent to her grief, save in moans a 

and sighs. As the subtle poison was absorbe@ 

and carried to the brain a dull listlessness took 
' possession of her. ; 
| As Leoline watched her victim for the opera- 4 
| tion of the drug she had adminstered, herown 
| brain seemed on fire. The nearer the moment 
| approached wh¢n she must speak words every 
| one of which would scorch her tongue,the more s_—> 
| heart and brain shrunk back with sickening re- & 
pulsion. A score of times she essayed tobegin, —__ 
| and as often the words died on her lips, & 
: x re haat she a ane — g soul, “if “Al 
| hell hath keener anguish t is ity th 
| that fall amid its terrora!” debit hr 
Then with a mighty effort she began: / 
‘Miriam, my sister, I haye more to do than to 
eomfort you. Your father and our best friend, 
M. de Calignay, have commissioned me to speak , 
to you of your future. Can youlisten?? .. 

Miriam was silent. Leoline resumed: 

‘<Do you realize that to-morrow you will be 
utterly alone in the world? We, your friends, — 
will be left to you, to besure; but you will have 
no one—absolutely no one who belongs to you.’ 
It is a terrible thing, my sister, for a young girl 
to be all alone in this cold, wicked world, and 
in poverty. I have my dear uncle; but you— 
ah! what would become of you left so desolate, 
so helpless! te a 

‘Your father has thought of all this an@é _ 
wishes to make vision for. your protection. = 
You know that there is wealth thatis yoursby 
right. With that there would be some. , 
for you, for monday will surround you with: : 
guards that are denied the poor. But you,a 

mere girl, cannot get it, nor could your friends 
_getitfor you. I do not understand the law; 

ut it is so that you cannot get even yourown, _ 
| except through some one related to you who cam 
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_ gnarry his 
> Calignay!” 
=" _It was spoken! Strange lights danced before | 


pe. burst. 


ther, you know you have no one. ; 
_ “There is, then, but one way open to you. If 
you were married, your husband could get this 


rief struggle, commanded her voice. 

' .‘* Remember, my child, that what I am about 
to propose is a scheme for ame protection 
framed by your father with his last mag nar 
‘energies, that when his hold is relaxed by deat 
an may not be without a supporting arm. 
You know that his love.would only plan that 
_ which was for your real welfare. He cannot 
_ die in peace feeling that you are leit unpro- 
vided for. To this end, itis bis wish that you 
and your best earthly friend—M. de 


Leoline’s eyes. There was a bummmg in her 
@ars, and a pressure in her brain as if it would 
Cold damps oozed from every pore of 
her body and stood in beads on her brow and 
around her bloodless lips. 

As for Miriam, she started, and up through 
whe dead lethargy that clogged all her faculties 
«cate the sharp protest: 

“Oh! I cannot marry M. de Calignay! Ido 
‘not love him—not jn that way.” 

A. porn vision of the pale, student-face of 
Dr. Meredit: 
but in her benumbed state it was too vague 
and. transient to influence her. % 
‘‘ Understand,” pursued Leoline, in a strained. 
monotonous voice, following the line she had 
gnarked out for herself in a mechanical way, 
* that it is not designed that you shall ever live 
with him as his wife, But he must have a legal 
claim to you, so that he can act in your behalf. 


4 


‘Wien your fortune is secured, the marriage | 


can be annulled, and you will be as free as you 
are to-day. This merely nominal bond will be 
in existence but a shurt time. 


tune at your command,” 4 
_. ** eo, how can you speak of all this when my 
father even now may be dying? 1 care nothing 

for the future. Let me go to him at once,” 
made a faint effort to rise, but in her 


a present state it required little to combat her | 
will. Leoline’s arm restrained her a moment, 


and with the moment the purpose passed. She 
sunk back limp and apathetic. 
‘* Miriam, remember that it is your father’s 


dying wish, It is the last em ke can do for | 


*-you onearth. The minister has been summoned, 
qand he, with M. de Calignay and 
exe whiting for your acquiescence.’ 

‘Oh, Leo!” cried the poor victim, plaintively. 


“‘It is all so terrible!—it is all so strange! I 


_ mever heard of such a thing before. You 
frighten me by speaking as if it were all 
: Help me, Leo! 
drifting away! Do not let me go!” 
The feebleness with which she clung to her 
false friend was pathetic. Tears of weakness, 
which she could not have shed from grief, came 
into her eyes. ; 
‘*Courage! courage!’ whispered Leoline 
rising and lifting her victin. to ‘her feet. “it 
will soon be over. Itis but a word. You will 
never know any difference in your life. 


our uncle and my uncle, ashe is now, 
; 0 shall be your sister. What have you to 


_ . “Leo! Leo!” gasped 
further resistance, “‘do not ask me todo this. 
Spare me, Leo! Oh! save mel” 

‘What! could we, your friends, urge you to 
do what was not for your own good? Could your 
father?” 

_ “Father?” repeated Miriam, as if forgetful of 


ol her rent’s alleged See isa in the matter. 


e that he is dying, and 
that by opposing him you will give him great 
unrest? How terrible would be the thought 
_ that he was passing away forever, and that you 
_ were ee refusing the protection he would 
give—the last he can ever do for you! No, my 
sister; for his sake as well as for your own—for 
all our sakes, you must do as he wishes.” 
' Father! father! Oh! do not leave me! I 


will do as you wish!” sighed the girl. 
wccathe a dear, good cin cold Leoline. 
; “Seol I will makeit easy for you. You shall 
goin with me. You must not talk much, nor 
ww any repugnance to the marriage —re- 
mber it is only one in form—for ‘your father 
fs very weak, and the slightest 


es. Do you r 


ie excitement 
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ene for your we 


flitted before her mental view; | 


In six months | 
you may be released with an independent for- | 


your father, | 


ar- | 
I feel as if I were | 


M. de | 
- Calignay, your husband only in name, will be to 
*. syou onl 


the girl, yet offering no | 
pate es : | side of the 


s 


thing as he wishes it, and make him feel happy 


in your security we hope to keep him alive for | 
This is what you must do: | 


two or three days. 
take bis hand and say: ‘ Father is it your wish 
that.I marry M. de Calignay? He will say that 
it is. You then say that you are willing to 
comply at once. Will you do this?” 

“Yes. But, oh, Leo! I tremble with dread! 
You will not let go of my hand?” 

“*No, dear.” « 

M. de Calignay was immediately informed, 
and came to escort the ladies into the presence 
of the dying gambler. 

Miriam looked apprehensively at him and 
clung close to Leoline’s side. 

The Frenchman took her hand and said, ina 
gravely tender way: 

‘* My poor child, you do not shrink from me? 


| You do not doubt my eget friendship?” 


“No,” replied Miriam, faint 


‘* Leoline has told “! 


hed all zat your father has 
fare?” 


' “And you are willing to accede and trust 
pew i my protection?’ 
‘ Yes. 


_“T will never betray ze trust!” said M. de Ca- 
lignay, solemnly, and t forward and touched 
his lips to her forehead. 

Leoline started with a , and her face for 
an instant became convulsed with jealous hate. 
A lightning glance flashed from M. de Calig- 
nay’s eyes into hers. ¢ 
‘Come!” he said, and led them from the 
room 


Alas, poor Miriam! Was there none to suc- 
cor 


CHAPTER XXI. 
A STRANGE MARRIAGE, 


BETWEEN the two plotters Miriam was led 
into the presence of her father, where the minis- 
ter and two or three witnesses were in waiting. 
At sight of her parent a throe of anguish for a 
moment penetrated the lethargic cloud that en- 
‘veloped ber energies. 

Starting from her supporters, she glided to 
the bedside and t over the dying ee 
until her cheek rested against his, and her lips 
were at his ear. 

“Oh, father!” she murmured, brokenly. 

“My darling!” he returned; and for a moment 
both were silent, struggling with their emotions, 

Presently hé said: 

‘* You have heard all?’ 

‘Yes, father.” 

“ And you are willing to comply?” 

“Oh, father! you are sure that itisright? I 
have never thought of sucha thing.” 

“My darling, why should it not be right? 
Who could love you or care for you more ten- 
derly?”’ 

** And you wish it, father?” 

“Yes, my child. All your future depends 
upon it.” 


She was silent a moment. It was the last | 


struggle of instinctive repulsion, —_, 

The man moved slightly with a sigh of pain. 
She started, gazed at him in a panic of appre- 
hension, saw a pallor overspread his face, and 
cried, were 
_ “Father, I will do as you wish—at once!” 

“You are ready?’ asked M. de Calignay, 
coming up on one side, while Levline drew near 
on the other and put her arm about the victim. 

“Do not delay,” said the Curate, faintly, “or 
I feel that I shall not live to see it consumma- 


M. de Calignay n 
immediate] ep up hi 

Miriam clung trembling to her false friend, 
while the arch-plotter held her other hand. 

The service began. ; 

A ghastly pallor overspread Leoline’s face, 
and she had to lean against the bed for support. 
Her eyes burned like fire, and ber white lips 
were compressed and her teeth set to keep back 
the hysterical scream of terror and hatred that 
rose in her throat. 

The air seemed full of dancing scintillations; 
the walls of the apartment seemed to recede into 
space; the words of the minister seemed to strike 
into her soul like the clang of an iron bell! 

There was a sound of hurried, yet cautious 
steps in the hall. The door which had been left 
ajar was pushed open. Sammy appeared on 
the scene, 

A look of anxious solicitude was on his face, 
He gazed from one to the other of the Ss mag 
of the room. It was a moment before he gath- 
ered the sense of the minister’s words, which 
ets 4 Ape the significance of the group at | 


ed to the minister, who 
station at the other 
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| _ Then the pallor of sudden fright came over 
nim. He advanced further into the room and 
seemed about to interrupt the ceremony with 
some exclamation, when Ezreth Quirk, Esq., 
glided to his side. 

‘* Not a word!” he iors sag clutching Sam- 
my’s arm. ‘The defendant is balancing be- 
tween life and death where the least excitement 
will put him out like a snuffed candle!” 

Thus checked, Sammy remained mute 
ing at Miriam and her scheming foes as if fas. 
cinated. 

But there was another unexpected witness, 

The spirit of unrest had taken possession of 

| Dr. Meredith. Hurrying through bis most urg- 
| ent calls, he returned to be near the woman 
whom fate had indissolubly linked to him. 

A glance told him all. It was like a stroke of 
lightning. He stood rooted on the threshold. 

e had experienced a sense of relief at the 
possibility that fate would take the problem out 
of his hands. This unexpected consummation 
eM de Galienaret ithout turnin und, f 

de Calignay, withouw rn round, felt 
the influence of his rival’s vicinity: and when 
the minister came to the solemn charge: “If any 
one know ought why these two should not be 
joined together, let him now speak or forever 
after hold his peace!” his very heart stood still 
with an almost superstitious dread, 
_ It Miriam felt the eyes that rested upon her 
in adumb despair, she gave no sign, 

So the ini wer ity heey to the end. - 

‘Whom th joined together let no man 
put asunder!” 

It was done! , 

M. de Calignay was calm. His triumph was 
assured, 

Leoline felt as if the world were falling away 
beneath her feet. ; 

Miriam scarcely realized that any change had 
taken ee : 

Dr. Meredith at that moment tasted the bitter- 
ness of death! 

Over Sammy a chill and pallid hush rested. 
No one knew his thoughts. 

‘The Curate alone smiled. 
bar, my darling, I shall die at peace,” he 

He made an effort and raised his arms, while 
his eyes wooed her to his embrace, 

With a murmuring cry she sunk into it, clasp- 
ec Yo close and ee his lips. 

convulsive shiver, followed by a relaxation 


of all the muscles, and the man lay motionless. 

The girl started back, gazed an instant into 
the face on which was frozen thesmile of death, 
then turned round and looked with seared, ap- 
pealing eyes into the faces of those around her, 
reeled and sunk into M, de Calignay’s arms, 

A terrible light leaped into Leoline’s eyes. 
The ery of her soul was: 

Part she a but rh 

ightning glance from M. de Cali re- 

called her to herself, and she flew to Mirvam's 
assistance. ; 

Dr. Meredith went to the bedside, placed his 
| hand over the man’s heart and his ear to his 


| lips, then, without a word, drew the sheet over 


the dead face, 
“Friends,” said the minister, solemnly, “ we 
_ stand in the presence of the Great Mystery 
Raising his hands as in invocation, he con- 
tinued: 
‘‘Tho Lord giveth, and the Lord hath taken 
away! Blessed be the name of the Lord!” _ 


Aroom with the light turned low. On the 
bed the form of a young girl lying like one 
dead—so white, so motionless! 

In the middle of the room a man and a wo- 
man standing face to face, gazing into one an- 


other’s eyes. On her face a look of agonized . — 


| questioning, as if the fiends of doubt were car- 
rying the citadel of her soul by assault in spi-e 
of her desperate resistance; on his a look which 
SAYS: 
‘‘Scrutinize narrowly! What do you see to 
uestion? Well, are you satisfied?”—the last 
indicated by a slight touch of impatience. 
Outside the room a youth with his face in’ his 
hands, leaning motionless against the wall. He 
is a picture of desolation. 


f omg room, lighted only by the moon- — 


A bed, and lyihg across iton his face a man 
, who has removed none of his clothes. 

Tne moon sets, leaving the room in utter 
darkness. The fragt! of dawn enter, grow 
bolder and bolder, until the full blaze of the 


| sun lies across that motionless figure. a 


- 


ng man with the of an athlete 
Bet retched on a bed of w and pain. 
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Gaping wounds have drained his veins of the 
blood wont to leap strong and free along their 
course. He dreams of an angel that lays her 
cool hand on his brow and breathes sad music 
into his ear, and wakes to find himself alone 
witn a recollection and a regret! 


Ah! what a strange thing is this life that we 
blindly stumble through! 


CHAPTER XXII. 
A PEEP INTO A CONSERVATORY: 

THE Curate was dead and buried. His name 
and the tragic events that preceded his deagh 
lapsed into recollections to be recited for the be- 
guilement of an hour. 

The name of the victorious duelist did not 
transpire, since Bowie was a stranger to all the 
witnesses of the affray. 

Dr. Meredith took up his line of life again, 
making no sign. Perhaps the student pallor 
was a Little more marked, the lines on the in- 
tellectual brow a little deeper, and a faraway 
expression added to the thoughtful eyes. But 
that was all. 

And Miriam? Ah! she was but the shadow 
of her former self, 

Day after day she lay inadullapathy. Almost 
her only emotion, besides the dreary desolation 
ef despair that had fallen upon her, was grati- 
tude to Leoline for her unremitted care and 
kindness. 

The jealousy of the actress had developed 
into a monomania, She we in the same room 
with Miriam, and never left her side except 
when called away by the the duties growing 
out of her profession. Then she insisted upon 
M. de ee, accompanying her, 

The arch-plotter had rented a flat and fur- 
wished it in a style in marked contrast with 
‘what Miriam had been used to nearly all her 
life. Caring nothing for his wife, it did not irk 
him that he never saw her except in Leoline’s 

resence. So the conditions of the strange con- 
tract on which this marriage was based were 

t u 

wrent change had come upon Sammy. It 
aeemed as if all the boyishness had suddenly 
en expressed from his nature. His exuberant 
ve place to a rather sad thoughtful- 
mess. e not change his course of life 
materially; but he ceased to affect e vax 
gance of dress and dropped the bantering ex- 
aggeration from his ordi speech. He read 
Shaks a great deal, seeming to prefer the 
ipenetionins more in keeping with his altered 
frame of mind, 

Ezreth Quirk, Esq.,; wasin his element! In the 
full glow of his new (second-hand!) clothes he 
entered his home with a pompous stride. Plac- 
ing his left hand under the skirts of his new 
(second-hand) coat and doffing bis new (second- 
hand) hat with a majestic wave, he cried: 

‘*May it please the court!”—with'a grand 
salaam to his astonished wife—“ and gentlemen 
of the jury !”—treating his startled children to a 
like obeisance—“ behold a man whose star is in 
the ascendant! The clouds of adversity rol] 
back their murky folds, and the sun of pros- 
perity scales the resplendent sky!” 

“ Hzreth Quirk,” demanded his wife, breath- 
jessly, ‘where in the world did you make that 

cried 


raise?” 
: poem loftily, “my ships 
own 


“Madam,” 

have come to 

_ * Then I’m goin’ to have that eae horse!” 
cried a juvenile Quirk, confidently. 

“ An’ I’m goin’ to have. lots o’ candy!” lisped 
asecond, . : 

“Pugh! Just wait till ye see my real gun! 
Ym goin’ to have a real gun that’ll shoot; ain’t 
I, father?’ exclaimed a third, 

“Gentlemen of the— That is to say, my 
hopeful progeny, there’s no telling what we 
won’t have—” 5 

+ Hzreth Quirk !” interrupted his more steady- 

ing wife, “ you’d better not branch out so 
Bi antil you’re sure that the bottom won’t all 
fall outof your grand prospects,” 

Notwithstanding this caustic rebuff, Ezreth 
Quirk, -, was, aS we have said, in his ele- 
ment. In his new (second-hand) clothes he pre- 
sented a respectable appearance. And to have 
seen the anxious expression of countenance 
‘with which he, n tee under arm, hastened 
to and from the various courts of law, one 
wore have thought him the busiest advocate at 

e 


bar. 

However, this was not altogether a frand. In 

fact, it had more foundation in reality than al- 
pag in Sy es eg life, He actually had 
one case hth . 
M. de Calignay’s motto was: “If it must be 
one, it were that it be done quickly.” 
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quirement of Miriam’s inheritance. His pur- 

se was to convert it into personal. property, 
in the shape of stocks and bonds, as soon as she 
came into possession, 

The rest remained with Leoline! 

And Miriam, knowing nothing of law or of 
business responsibilities, and never dreaming of 
distrusting those whose watchful tenderness 
left her not a care that anxious solicitude could 
remove, listened with her hands over her eyes 
while Ezreth Quirk, Esq., in his most magnilo- 
quent style, read documents not a word of 
which she understood, conscious only of a weary 
succession of provisoes and wheréases and afore- 
saids that obtruded upon her grief, and when 
they pointed out the place for her signature, she 
affixed it as if it were a painful task, best per- 
formed when soonest over. 

For a time this accorded with M. de Calig- 
nay’s purposes. One day he said: 

“* Leoline, why does ze girl lie so dead to every- 
ting going on around her? To her age such 
grief is not natural.” 

A suspicious glance flashed’ in the actress’s 


eye. 
‘*So long as you get her money, what differ- 
ence does it make to you how she appears?” 
“Zere! don’t get jealous. ersonally I 
wouldn’t care if she looked like’ a mammy or a 
living skeleton. But when we come to sell zis 
property, it would be better zat to outsiders she 
appeared to be enjoying average good health. 
Can ie note cheer her up a bit? A trip to' ze 
country, or somet’ing?” . ‘ 
“TI can discontinue administering this,” said 
Leoline, quietly, taking a small bottle from her 
chatelaine. 
“What! Have you been drugging her al- 
ready?” cried the Frenchman, > 
An evil smile lighted Leoline’s face, She 


said: 

“You wanted her docile—I have made her 
so! , 
‘* And it has answered admirably. Ze prop- 
erty will be ours in two weeks. But now give 
her a respite. When we have'ze million firmly 
in our gripe you can renew your treatment!” 
In pursuance of this policy the drug was dis- 
continued, and the natural buoyancy of youth 
exerted itself at once. Though sad and abstract- 
ed, Miriam began to shake off the lethargy that 
had bound her solong. | 
But now arose a strange antagonism in her 
mind. All along she had ascribed her prostra- 
tion to grief for her father, until she had come 
to look upon it as a proper state, and to forecast 
all her future life clouded by regrets, a return 
to the warmth and beauty of life appearing to 
her as a disloyalty to his memory, Butnowshe 
found herself recovering against her will, as it 
were, 
With this feeling she struggled against the 
awakening interest in life, ana to this end per- 
sistently refused to leave the room whose walls 
for weeks had circumscribed her little world. 
No sister could have been kinder than Leoline, 
no courtier more deferential to his queen than 
was M. de Calignay to Miriam. Still he brought 
her papers to sign with the purport of whivh she 
didnot trouble herself. 
One day, while reclining near.a window, ‘the 
blinds being carefully drawn to exclude even a 
view of the outer world, through the interstices 
the odor of flowers was borne to her on the soft 
tropical breeze. 
nstantly an intense longing to see something 
green actually growing seized upon her. 
came with overpowering force, so that she arose 
to her feet to seek its gratification. 
She knew that there was a small conservatory 
the extreme rear of the suit of rooms that com- 
prised the flat in which she lived. But thus far 
she had never visited it. : 
Noiselessly she glided from one apartment to 


which was divided from the conservatory by a 
curtain which hung before an archway. 
The curtain was partly drawn aside. 
could see into the conservatory. What she saw 
caused her to stop dead still and stare in amaze- 
ment. 


am’s blood flow back upon her heart: 
Leoline wasseated on M. de Calignay’s lap, 
with his cheeks between her palms, kissing h 
lips rapturously! 
.No woman could mistake the look of exultant 
ssion on the actress’s face. Miriam knew that 
line’s love for M. de Calignay was inconsist- 
ent with the relationship of uncle and ‘niece, 
which she supposed to sabia between them. 
This arg her eve 
the fact that M. de Calignay was her hus 
her professed friend, This 
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It | 


another, until she came to a reception-room | 


She | 


And this was the spectacle that made Miri- | 


could Leoline be deceiving her throughout? © 
Ste was not long in Ss. an answer, 
Her name was on Leoline’s lips. She listened. 


CHAPTER XXITIT. 
“Ty I COULD ONLY ESCAPR!” 


Mreiam’s herit@ge had been gained and con- 
verted into securities that could be carried in 
one’s pocket—and all without her knowledge, 
though she had signed wherever her signature 
was required. 

When all was settled M. de Calignay came 
home to Leoline, to tell her that the period of 
her probation now rested in her own hans. 

She saw him enter and pass into the conserva- 


tory, whither he beckoned her tofollow. She 


knew by his look that the crisis was come, 
With her heart in her mouthshe glided into 
Miriam’s room. The invalid was sbolibings with 
closed eyes, apparently dozing. . 
Leoline withdrew, closing the door soft! 
then sped tike a spirit to the man who held 
light and perfume of her life, , 
“Ob! Tam wild with ecstasy!) I know what. 
is coming!” was her salutatlon, as she threw her 
arms about his neck. ‘Raoul, wait! Do*net 
tell me yet!” ON : 
She was like a child that puts its sweetmeats 
at arm’s-length, to enjoy the delight of feeli 
that it bas but to stretch forth its hand. 
*‘ Let me tell you,” she said, presently, ' 
ignay. : 


. “ Well?” assented M. de 
**'You secured this patrimony.” 
66 Yes.” ; 


‘ 


“or 
> Wrabe 
‘ 
4 
; 


‘Disposed of it to advantage, considering the 


hurried sale, realizing a trifle over a 

dollars.” . 
“Exactly—if you call a hundred 

dollars, or zereabouts, a trifie.” e 
‘‘Hal hal hal A trifle to us, now, is it not?” 
‘Or will be, when we dre secure in our-mail- 


lion.” 

*‘ How painfully exact you are!” cried Leoline, 
gayly “ But I will come to that presently. 

mong the lawyer’s fees—what cormorants 
they Laelia ten thousand dollars for HEzreth 

uirk, 

“Hal ha! hal You would laugh to see him! 
He t’inks zere is no end to ten t’ousand dollars, 
And his wife is as bad. Before she was prudent 
almost to miserliness; but ze ten t’ousand has 
completely turned her head. She't’inks zey are 
now independently rich, and has rented a flatin 
a fashionable quarter. Her toilets are simph 
marvelous, end you would tink ge chil 
tricked out for a puppet-show. Quirk himself 
has bloomed into a dandy, not very remarkable, 
however, for personal cleanliness, Zey are ac- 
tually talking of keeping a carriage and i 
Zis time next year zey will be back in 
ery Place, mark my word!” 

ery 

more interesting topic of conversation. All 
our plans have succeeded. Only this i 

Ee roster aera now stands between us and a 
illion dollars—more than that—happiness /” 

‘* Well? What disposition is to 
her?” 

The actress’s face grew dark. 

*‘ Raoul, that is my part!” 
_ “* Have you formed a plan?” 

“ What! for my revenge: 
have seen her day &fter day in my oa with- 
out forming plans to thrust her out? Raoul, I 
have thought of it by day and dreamed of it 
night a I have hit upon away.” 

ow?’ 
‘I might thrust a knife into her heart?” 
| M. de Caligna thumb up beside his 


tree 


wre} 


¢ 


Tere “ai 


y ran his ! ) 
‘left ear, with that peculiar motion which sug- 
| gests ch sfioe cad penalty for murder. © =~ 
ine smiled. 
‘Only masculine fools do that way—eh?” she 
asked. 


her food or drink!”" 


nay. . 
| ay might : 
attended with ein 


| «whieh 4s also 


| risk, growing out of post-mortem exa: 


‘What zen is open to you, being wise?” 
MOE od ager wie eubrege in To0t | 
old age?” with a ; quit bad 

“ While T too grow old? Never! We shall 
not be three months older before the omg Ae 
wer to 


y 


maining int t between us will 


i ty which ee a widower to 
sain anne y piviog” : | | a ; 
TAIL of which is to be’ | 

“Leave it to me!—leave 
it we must move into 
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the ° 
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ations.” — 
* Consequently only female fools adopt that Hn 


about?” oe 
tome! To ac 
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well. lam content. But wo have a . 


made of © 
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‘‘Tn ze second case?” suggested M. de. Calig- z 
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a, ‘lief have kissed a reptile. I have clasped her in 
E ust “my arms when mere contact with hér has made | 


F. 


‘ 
ay 
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' through which she could see. 


y 
ft 


_BOWIE, 


_ You have the means now to take a villa for the 
summer.” 
“If you t'ink zat her health demands it,” 


said M. de Calignay, with a mr gy 
oh My hatred demands it!” said Leoline, fierce- 
ly. “ Ah! Raoul, youcan never know what I 


have suffered. But now I shall have you all to 

m 1 Raoul! Raoul! it makes “me dizzy 
ih delight!” a) 

It was at Ghis point that Miriam found her 

way into the reception-room, only divided from 

_ the conservatory by a partly-drawn curtain 


‘Raoul, do you know what Miriam—ah! how 
I detest the name!l—do you know what it 
means?” asked Leoline, and Miriam beard her. 


__. © Ze significance of names is a branch of 
lore—” began M. de Calignay, when Leoline 
-interru him. 


J Pp 

“Do not chaff, Raoul. ‘It means bitterness. 
_ Ab! she has been gall and wormwood to me! I 
have forced myself to kiss her when I would as 


me sick. And I have been racked by jealousy! 

If you had ever offered her a caress, I believe I 

should Alger at her and torm her with my 

nails, Even this formal tie between you has 

- been worse than a living death to me. I have 

had. the wee fears! I have thought that 

I shoukd die before she did, this would stand 
tween you and me forever and forever! 

a baa nesian, Riera could me t ee 

er way than by marrying that simple 

foo, I would have given. my right hand before 

she should ever have been anything to you! As 


out the 


3 _ itis, for myself alone I would rather go with- 


he 
: 

* 
‘ea! 
he 
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Bowie. She 


-_-unfrequent meetin 


car than again pass through so terri- 


a: ord 
as when she is laid away in a marble 
vault, as becomes ze heiress of a million,” said 


M. ignay, “I fancy ze money will not go | 


; ” 
amiss, even for you.” 
Raoul, when she is removed from our path, 


THE KNIGH 


come in answer to my prayer! You are the 
friend I have in the world!” 


“Who?” » 
“M. de aligns and Leo! Come! let us fly 
from here! Ob, Sammy! I cannot see them | 


again. Take me somewhere, anywhere, where 
they will never come!” 

“ But, Miriam, surely you do not wish to leave 
the house?” 

For she was pulling him toward the door. 

“Yes! yes! Do not oppose me,” cried the 
girl. ‘I cannot explain to you now; but I will 
tell you all, as soon as we getaway. Ob, Sam- 
my! i have been so terribly deceived!—so out- 
raged |” ; 

* But your—” Sammy choked over the word 
husband, and substituted—‘‘M. de Calignay? 
Does he know that you are going? And where 


| is Leo?” 


| planation, or it w 


“Do not speak of them. Itis they that Iam 

fleeing from. Oh, Sammy! come without ex- 
ill be too late.” 

The youth was so bewildered that he scarcely 
knew what todo. He had always supposed that 
M. de Calignay and Leoline were Miriam’s an 
his best friends, He could not realize all a 
once that Miriam was holding them up in the 


_ light of enemies, to be feared and fled from. 


we will’ go thousands and thousands of miles | 


us go to Paris, ; 
‘‘ Leoline,” said the Frenchman, gazing at her 


away from this hateful spot, will we not? Let 
f 


with gloating admiration, ‘‘ with what a million | 


wo! 
c Real, shall we go?—shall we go?’ cried the 
s, delightedl 


_ As you will. Taal will shall be my law, 

when z incumbrance in yonder falls from my 

shoulders.” 

_ Miriam waited to hear no more. With tot- 
ring steps she made her way back to her 


mber. 
‘* He married me for my money, and they are 


buy, you could have ze gay capital at | 


| 


| 


i 


But one thing was apparent: she ‘was deter- 
mined to Jeave the house without delay. 
here are your hat and mantilla?” he asked; 


“for as a rule ladies donot rush into the street 


bareheaded, except on the stage,” 
‘Never mind them! Come! come! 

them coming! Oh! we are discovered!” 
It was true, At this moment M. de Calignay 


I hear 


' and Leoline appeared on the scene. 


. Miriam’s agitation was so marked as to attract 
immediate attention, 

“ Do not let them touch me! Iam afraid of 
then |! eae have deceived me terribly!” she 
cried, shrinking behind her true friend. 

“We have been overheard! She has discover- 
ed every ting!” whispered Leoline, in lightning 
articulations behind her hand, and covered the 
communication with a cough. 

‘‘Grand Diew! I will crush them both!” re- 
sponded M. de Calignay, behind his’ mustache, 


| white fury appearing in his face. 


_, He advanced a stride with clenched hands, as 
if about to put his desperate threat into instant 
execution. 

Leoline was more cunning than he. She re- 
strained him with a hand on his arm, 

Into ber face came a look of deep compassion, 
and her eyes suffused with tears. Her voice 


now waiting for me to die, that they may con- | was tremulous with emotion as she turned to M. 


horror, ‘They loved each other from the first 


and have deceived me by every word, look and 


gesture. Oh! father! father! father!” 
It never occurred to her that the relationship 
which they bad announced to the world was a 
. part of the ey designed to protect their associ- 
ation from the censorship of society. And this 
kinship invested their crime with such shocking 
veness that she could not endure the 

et 75 of meeting them again. ' 

_ “Oh! if I could only getaway!” she reflected. 
“YT eannot bear ever to touch her again!—I 
cannot bear to see her! t whero and how 


ean I got They are the only friends I havo | 
known.” 


t of Dr. Meredith and James 


_ help her. om she knew not where to find them. 
Then came the cry: 
“Oh! if Sammy were only here!” 
As if in response, y appeared at the 


day 
ie, = u him 

Bee y Pay always looked at her thus, 
If he had loved her with more than a boyish 
affection, he had never given it expression, He 
had never asked an Low nation of that strange 
marriage, nor refe to it-in any way, an 

in herself, Miriam had never thought 
there was anything to expla. Apart 
from the influence of the cloud which shadowed 
her whole life, her manner toward him at their 
had been just as of old. 
Now, however, she ran to him and seized his 


oem tedly.. > - & 
‘Oh, Sammy!” she cried. “you must haye 


| 


felt that either of them would | 


- gummate their love!” she thought, sick with | de Calignay and spoke just loud enough for 
4 ear: 


Sammy to : 

‘Raoul, it is what the doctor warned us to 
fear! Poor dear! whata terrible afiliction!” 

With outstretched hands and pleading eyes she 
advanced across the room, ro tp 

“ Mi , Leoline, your 


_ “‘ Miriam, darling, see!—it is 
sister,” 

“‘No! no!” cried Miriam, ‘you are my worst 
enemy! Oh! Leo, how could you be so cruel— 
so wicked?” 

The actress crossed her arms over her breast 
and raised her tearful eyes, as if ara J to 
heaven. You would have thought her a saint! 

“Oh! my poor darling! What are you say- 
ing? I have only love and pity for you.” - 

‘I heard you say that you hated me, there in 
the conservatory.’ 

Leoline sighed and turned to M. de Calignay. 
R SS Raoul, see if you cannot have influence with 

er. 

The Frenchman was not slow to take the 
clever cue given him by the actress. 

“Miriam,” he said, gentiy, “fear nothing, I 
am with you.” — 

And he in turn advanced. 

“Ob! Sammy! Sammy!” eried the girl, wild- 
ly, ‘‘do not let him come near me! Oh! save 
me from him!” 

“‘Miriam, do you not know mef I am your 
husband. Do you fear me?” 

‘It was only to get the money, Sammy—he 
said so. He married me for my money. And 
ae Snee are waiting for nae ie die!” 

© was wrin, nds in seeming 
keen distress, . ne e : 
_ You try to reason with her, Sammy; she is 
not afraid of you," she said. “Try to get her to 
lie down again.” bth L ; 

Sammy’s mind had received the impression 
Lecline intended. Ut 

fing his atm about the tobbing ge 

ing h the sobbi 
oa go back to your room? Beri go with you, 


~ cS) iy! 
aes: he 


ht,” he said, conxingly, | 


StH ea Saige ae ees. ey ee A ea eae ee 
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| and read that passage in Lear you like best, 
Come!” ; 


| _ He tried to draw her gently toward her room, 
| but she strove to break away from him... 
“Oh, Sammy!” she cried, ‘‘ what makes you 
look and speak so strangely? Don’t you believe 
ie) I tell you they have deceived me all along. 
nly— : 

‘‘ Miriam, you are breakirig my heart!” sighed 
Leoline. 

‘*God’s mercy! Ze hand of chastisement is 
' laid heavily upon us!” aspirated M. de Calig- 
nay. 

“Come! we will all be kind to you,” coaxed 
Sammy. 

“Oh, Sammy! They are trying to make you 
think that 1 am crazy! Do you believe them? 
Oh, you know that [am not? Sammy, [am so 
afraid! Take me away from them atonce.” _ 

“Tt is all right,” assured the youth, still try- 
ing to draw her toward the room, 

She saw M. de Calignay again advancing, 
Leoline, too, with her hypocritcal tears. 

Between her two cunning enemies and her one 
bewildered friend she wassore beset, Suddenly 
breaking from Sammy, she darted toward the 

oor. 

But M. de Calignay intercepted her {X ght. 

She had torn the door open when his hand fell 
ppon her shoulder... 
e struggled fiercely, 

His arm closed about her. 

With a shriek, she fainted from terror: 

There was a troubled look on M, de Calignay’s 
face as he bore her past Sammy. into her room, 

‘Stay here, Sammy; and if any one comes to 
see the cause of the poor child’s shriek, tell 
them that the shock has worked its worst. effect 
in a fit of delirium,” said Leoline, clasping her 
hands while tears rained from her eyes. ‘Oh, 
my friend, we are all in great trouble. We 
were hoping that she was getting better, and 
now this has befallen.” 

“‘Go to her at once,” said the youth. ‘I will 
meet all curious inquiries,” 

Sammy went into the corridor.to meet sey- 
stal tenanis of wate house whe lash been marlod 

the cry. ey expressed their sympathy, 
and stood in a group. gossiping when he left 
them. 


unconscious victim. 

‘‘ A most unfortunate contretemps /” said 
de Calignay, scowling. 

“On the ep ag cried Leoline, radiant, 
“it furnishes us with just the excuse for takin 
her into the country. Ah! you little reptile, 
will have mar ewes out of you!” , 

And she shook her fist in Miriam’s unconscious 


ce. 
. Leaving Miriam to Leoline, who put her under 
the influence of narcotics, M. de Calignay 
sought Mr. Gross, the house-agent, and nezoti- 
ated for a secluded villa. Mr. Gross had just 
the thing, a house all furnished, the owners in- 
tending to spend the summer in the North. 

The next + Miriain was whirled in a close 
carriage to the home whence her enemies in- 
tended she should never return. 


———OO_O ee eee 


It was midnight! 

M. de Calignay and Leoline stood just with- 
out Miriam’s door. 

‘‘ Now for the first step in my revenge!” mut- 
tered the actress. 

She turned the knob and they entered. 


see ne 


CHAPTER XXV. 
A HELLISH DEED! 

THE appointments of the room entered by the 
plotters owed it to be a young lady’s bed- 
chamber. rer 5 gin and about the room 
was stam with elegance. 

The a like a bank of moss—the marble- 

top dressing bureau, with its glass reaching 
nearly to the ceiling—the elegant curtains drap- 
ing windows open to the floor—the low French 
bedetead, with exquisitely-carved and polished 
head-board—everything seemed to oe hy nat the 
tenant of so fair an abode must be happy in- 
deed. ; 
But among the downy pillows, covered by a 
silken counterpane, lay the form of a girl whose 
wretchedness, even insleep, must have brought 
atear to the eye and a pang to the heart. 

Ah! she was. wan and woebegone!l The tear 
yet hung on her lashes, and the pale lips had 
piteous curve, as if a sob had been perpetua 
In mart ore 

“Ze drug hol 
M. de Calignay. 


Leoline , pau: 
| Teas 


s her senses a ae Naa 


+ i 


Meanwhile the plotters were alone with their — 
wus 6 
M. 


Se asec ud 


‘THE KNIGHT. OF CHIVALRY. 
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“7” we? 2 ee  «@ *. 
vit 
. ‘BOWIE, 
she ered. .{‘Seehow sully I will push hér 
aside,” 


“ How?” asked M. de Calignay. 

Leoline turned toward him. 

ba ences » she observed. 

ai were to take a severe cold?” 
very easily cured.” 

“Yes, if the proper measures are taken.” 

“Tf noting is done, nature will bring relief a 
little more tardily.” 

‘““Trne. But suppose before she is well of one 
cold she takes another—and still another—a 
fourth—a fitth—and so on?” 

“Tt would be a serious matter, assuredly. 

“In medical parlance, what would be ‘the 


result?” 
tf ee ai a no doubt.” 
“ Exactl 
** But all's zis *s not likely to occur.” 
‘By chance, no—through our instrumentality, 


a Ah!” 

The Frenchman’s eyes contracted. He was 
eatching the drift of the woman’s words. 
“Raoul,” pursued the actress, ‘‘if she were to 
die of ‘comsumption the world would say that 
her f had much to do with it.” 

¢ willserve us much better than to ascribe 
her death to ve administration of certain poisons, 


“i waaay 77 myself that I coals never be guilty 
of anything so clumsy as tha 
™ ‘And now will you ae me into your confi- 
dencof What do you pro gl 
The actress walked to French window and 
ned it. The veranda and lawn la AN es] 
the coh mottled with fitful moonlight and 


- ar we her in your arms,” said Leoline, 

“What? asked the Frenchman, puzzled, 

*‘T wish you to fetch her out here.” 

M. de © enay was about to comply, when he 
was peternupied, 

“Wo need to wrap her in the coverlet. 4 a 
the reverse is our er Fetch her as she is, in 


her RISE Arne CRAY. ° 
M. de Calignay was quick to take the cue, and 


Miriam, in the scant habiliments of slumber, 
was lifted from her bed and borne out of the 
chamber into the damp and chill night-air. 

‘Place her in that hammock. Ah! it galls 
me to see her in your arms, even carrying her 
to her death!” said the actress, impatiently. 

A crimson silken hammock was swung be- 
tween the wall of the building and a post of the 
veranda. Into it M. de Calignay deposited his 
unconscious burden. 

“ She will get her death of cold, coming from 
ve warm into ze damp night-air. e 

“ That is what we want, is it not?’ 

“ True,” 

“Haye I not planned a sweet revenge I 

see her wasting uway day by day 

“Meanwhile, must we wait Nee " without 
amusement?” 

“Tt is amusement. enough for me to see in im- 

ination the gold drawing nearer and nearer 
to us, bringing with it the day of our happi- 


ness,” 
F ieee ha! ha! Zatris certainly as entertain- 
s a spectacular drama.” 

nt eoline felt of Miriam’s face, It was cold and 
damp. Next putting her hand beneath the thin 
linen robes, he felt that the skin of her victim 
presented that roughmess to the touch which 
our nurses have taught us to call “ goose -flesh.” 

“(She has been out here long enough. Carry 
her back to bed,” said Leoline. ‘If she is not 
nearly dead with congested lungs in the morn- 
in ere m‘ss my calculations greatly. 

at de Calignay bore the unhappy gir back to 


“s be Let the bedclothes popest to have slipped 
off. during the night,” said Leoline, saitatin 
the coverlets in keeping with her words, ©“ An 
leave the window open, as if it had been inse- 
curely fasten ed.” 
“ Leoline, you forget nothing,” said M, de 

ay, admiringly, 

have had Fem td as long as years in which 
to tay my plans accurately,” replied the actress, 

‘Come; we can now leave her to herself,” 

In the morning Miriam showed the effects of 
her wanton e She could not 7 
above a whisper, and she was distressed 
painful coug "Her head ached, and eve ee 
muscle in her body seemed a separate torture, 

Leoline was all tenderness and commiseration, 


the most approved remedies, 


She ney fruit and delicacies of ¢ 


to 
tempt the invalid’s peep On the li ‘stand 


near Miri Miriam's easy she placed a bouquet 


Miriam still. shrunk from Leoline, with un- 
abated antipathy and fear; but she was forced 
to accept her kind attentions. She was passion- 
ately fond of flowers, and frequently held the 
bouquet to inhale its fragrance. 

But the perfume of the flowers disguised an- 
other odor of which she took no cognizance, 
though it soon began to have an influence on her 
paysinal organism, The poison she was inhal- | 

ug was ether. 

It made her feel very strangely, and soon be- 
gan to play tricks with her imagination. Some- 

hing seemed the matter with the carpet, and 
upon looking more closely she saw that it was 
swarming with black ants, 

Not a little startled she drew up her feet and 
stood in her chair. 

line hastened to her side. 

“What is it, dear? What has frightened 

soar she asked, in the tenderest voice conceiy- 


“Oh! the ants! See! see! where did they 


come from?” 

‘Ants? Why, there are no ants.” 

“Yes! Lia ee! the floor is alive with them! 
They will get on you!” 

A look of pit duit into Leoline’s face, and a 
tear started to her eye. 

“Theré!” she said, soothingly. ‘‘Don’t think 
any more about them, feel they are all gone 
now—are they not?” 

“No! no! Do you not see them? Ah! they 
are crawling on your dress!—they are on your 
hand! Oh! donottouch me! Oh, mercy! there 
are some on my neck! | , Brush them off! brush | 
them off! Ob! ob! oh 

In response to her bes screams M. de Ca- 
lignay and the servants came rushing into the 
room. 

Leoline was in secret delight, though she ap- 
peared at her wits’-end with disma 

“She thinks there are ants on i ee 
convince her that it is only imagination. ny 

A servant—an old aunty whose honesty 
could not be questioned—went up to m 
with tears in her kindly old eyes, 

‘Fo’ de Lo’d, missy!” she poe “dey hain't 
no ants in dis bressed house. Take de word ob 

ou’ ole auntie, honey, an’ don’t t’ink no mo’ 

outit. Put you’ head on dis hyea’ bosom, an’ 
pray de Lo’d to dribe de debil an all he’ imps 
into de pit ob eberlastin’ darkness. It’s all 
right, honey. Dey won’tnuffin’ hurt you when 
ole auntie’s *roun’. Dah!—dah!—it’s all right 
now; hain’t it?” 

Miriam submitted to be taken into the old 
aunty’s arms, and with her face hidden in the 
ample bosom she became perfectly still. While 
the old negress began to rock gently back and 
forth and to croon a soothing sort of lullaby, 
Miriam was thinking. 

A strange and terrible experience had come 
to her, She stood face to face with the awful 
question: 

“Am I SANE?” 


_ CHAPTER XXVI. 
DRIFTING TO DEATH. 

Mrrram now found herself in a terrible di- 
lemma. She recalled the unvarying kindness 
of Leoline and M.de Calignay to her, Then 
she considered the deep grief into which she had 
been plunged by the death of her father. And 
here she was misled into overestimating the 
effect of that grict, because she confounded 
with it the half-stupor in which she had been 
held by the drug of which she had no suspicion, 

She had heard of people becoming insane with 
grief. Suppose trouble had unsettled her rea- 
son? 

Of one thing she felt assured, and the convic- 
tion turned her sick with terror: the ants must 
be purely imaginary! Her own reason told her 
that if they were real, far from g to de- 
ceive her, line and the female mar bainte 
would be as much afraid of them as she. 

If her senses deceived her once, could she 
rely upon them at all? Was not the scene in 
the Sor RS TORY a figment of a disordered 
brain? 

She lay perfectly still in the old aunty’s arms 
for perhaps fifteen minutes, trying to calm her 
brain and get her faculties well inhand. When | 
she looked up everything was as usual—no ants 
were visible 

The solution of this was that the effects of the 
drug had passed off. Meanwhile, Leoline, who 
never overlooked a move in her game, had 
placed another bouquet in the place of the one 
which had been tampered with. 

ut Miriam ee nothing of ae 

“Put me to bed pleas” she sai eG 
pene aunty; and she lay with iat “face 

“Well?” asked Leoline. with suppressed tri- 
4 


six J 4 tes 
he | - 


ee 


rl when she stood alone with “a. de Calg. 


ou are a genius!” cried the Frenchman, in 
“A woman like you is a fortune in 


Li Raoul, it is for love of you!” replied the 
actress; and genuine tears of desp emotion 
came into her eyes as she stood before him gaz- 
ing up into his face. 


He drew her upon his breast and fervently ~ 


kissed brow and eyelids, cheek and lips, - 

With a sigh she yielded herself tohis embrace, 
nestling close in his arms. 

This woman whom pity could not move was 
like wax in the hands of the man she lo 

After this Miriam grew worse and worse, 
She became wan and thin. Every draught 
seemed to give her cold, Yet. no precaution 


was neglected. Leoline watched her incessant- _ 


ly. In fact, so unremitted was her care aie 
her own health suffered 

The doctor declared Miriam in 
sumption, and her symptoms ce 
e justify it. He had been selected 

ign 

played into the hands of the arch-plotter! 
de Calignay’s policy was never to take any one 
into his confidence when he could accomplish 
the desired result by warping their judgments, 
and making them serve him unawares, 

Miriam was occasionally tormented by seeing 
the ants. After the first time, however, she 
shut her eyes and said nothing. 


See 
y M. de 


The consciousness of her pies infirmity, as 
distress- 


she supposed it to be, was sufficientl: 
ing e her. She could not bear to let. others 
see i 

It preyed upon her mind with constantly a a 
menting force, until in connection with Leoline's 
unflagging tenderness and distress at Being 
doubted, it unsettled her faith in the oon 
of her eyes and ears Pte she had seemed toe 


witness erned Ded ote 

So she found herself lapsing into hatin 
despondency, She felt that her life was 

ing away from her; but it had lost its attrac- 

ions, and she exporenced scarcely aregret. At 
least death would bring rest; and she fel erates 
—oh, so wi 1 And then, too, she would be 
reunited “ae "4 father. eat 

y day she was sinkin Ppiaing 

into ihe grave. The schemes o her false iends 
bade fair to be crowned with perfect success. 

But there came au interruption. The best- 
Jaid plan may have a weak place. Leoline’s 
had one, She overlooked a single fact! 

Miriam’s system pooanely became inured to 
the drugs with which she was constantly plied. 
One night she had a dream, She thought she 
was a child again, in the Northern home, w 
in her waking moments, she could scar 


z. re- 
member, In fancy she stood in the bl 


win- 


ter wind, shivering and crying for someoneto 


ne the door and admit her to the warm aos 
en re. 

She awoke with a severe cold! 

After an interval of a few days she once 
more dreamed. This time she retained her 
identity as a woman grown. She felt that she 
was epee thinly dad. high in the af which 
was icy col 

n she awoke with renewed cold! 

Again she was floating in the air, But now 
there seemed to be people about her, who moved. 
as she moved. She tried to speak to them, 
beg them to put something about her to protect. 
her from the cold. But her tongue lay heavy, 
and she experienced the sensations of one in a 
nightmare. 

As before the pornieg found her with pain- 


fally-congested lun, 
this set her > thinking, What was the 

meaning of these coincidences? Here was a 
Brusioe, effect. It must ayes @ physical cause. 

ere imagination could not give ear cold. Were 
not the dreams and the col 
mon cause? If so, what was the cause? 

She thought until her head ached, and she- 
was forced to abandon the subject. 

A few nights later, after she had taken ber: 
medicine and been lett for the night, she felt a 
Gallnoes creeping over her. It now occurred to. 


and molded so that he konpa 


to “ 


effects of a com- — 


her that the same sensations had preceded her’ | 4 


| previous dreams. 
T shall hay 


she thought, ‘‘Oh, how I dread it 


To avoid it she strove to keep baa: but am fr 


irresistible pene eta to crusb 


Sh bed, and d : 
per pes begat, pce the room; put her very Feat i 


_ She phony fee pathed oy a. took lon gdraughts 


of fresh face Sd oat water. 
She inhaled Bee ae 
..In this way fought off fora time the in- 
=o Jab & “ 


e another BF ap to-night,” 


~~ > ae ek 4g ae. » See 
A e . ew mye 7 ] ’ ; 
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élination to sleep. Buf ere long her feeble 
- gtrength became exhausted, and she was forced 
to lie down, when she almost immediately sunk 
into what resembled sleep. 

_ But the exercise she had taken, and especially 
inhaling deeply the pure air, had in a measure 
dissipated the narcotic, That night her dream 
came to her iu a new form. 

When she ny dow she found that it was not 
natural sleep that was creeping over her facul- 
ties. On the con , her resistance to the 
lethargy had excited her; and now she found 
the power of voluntary motion passing from 
her, while the mind retained its waking actiy- 
ity. - While she was conscious of her surround- 
ings, she could not move hand or foot—she could , 
; not even lift her eyelids. 

+ How ae time passed she knew not. But 
_. he heard the door open, and two persons enter- | 
ed the room and came to her bedside. 

a Next she heard M. 


mre 
py | CHAPTER XXVII. 


de Calignay’s voice. 


_» * Our work is pro 


gressing finel 
mark ze fever in her cheek ‘and 


_ pen lam exacting from her for keeping me | 
from your arms, Raoul. What she has suffer: | 
ed in y I have suffered in mind. Do you not | 


too am 


garded her visions of ants as indication of aber- 
-- ration of mind. she has never been the 
~ game since she began to doubt her own sanity. 
--Ybelieve she actually wavers in her belief in 
s what she saw and heard in the conservatory.” 


“Hal hal ha! <A clevertrick, ma belle! Zat 
: was a master- You conquered all resist- 
ance at ze fountain-head, Nodanger of her try- 

ing to run away from us now. She t’inks us 

_ dher best and only friends. Ha! ha! ha!” 
_“The little reptile!—how I hate her!” cried 
+ Yeoline, spitefully. ‘‘ Why does she cling so to 
___Aifet T believe it is only to keep me the longer 
out of my happiness. Anybody but she would 

have succum long ago, Come! let us delay 
= 


no r. What. tender care she receives at 

"our hands to be sure! Fetch my patient out for 

her airing.” ~ 

~ She went to the window and opened it. 

! Miriam felt the bedclothes drawn from over 

_) her—felt herself lifted in M. de Calignay’s arms! 

His wife, and yet not his wife, she was over- 

- ‘whelmed with shame and terror at this viola- 

tion of her privacy, as she would have been at 

the intrusion of any stranger. 

% She strove to struggle free from his a 
is e 


scream out nature’s instinctive protest. 


_* could not move a muscle!—she could not pro- 
aA Shee ¢ sound! 
More helpless than_a child, he bore her out 
and laid her in the hammock. She was con- 
mx, baa everything—she could resist nothing! 
Ris) > .o day had been sultry with midsummer 
id heat; yet, taken from her bed in thin night- 
ee drapery, the damp night air seemed to strike an 
dey chill to her vitals. 
_ Bbe knew it all then. They were murdering 
_ der !—and all for the money which had been a 
tes dha her ever since she could remember. 
y _ When she was dead they would enjoy it. She 
a shuddered, mentally, at the thought of their 
és enjoying it all stained with her blood. What if 
this exposure should kill her? e fact of be- 
5 ae ing murdered added an awful horror to the 
_ matural shrinking from death, Her father had 
_ § been murdered. How terrible that his daugh- 
_ ¥ ter, too, should be thrust out of the world, un- 
_ .'bidden by her God! 


ot by her 
ae As she thought of it, her mind revolted in 
_ gtrong rebellion. It was not personal anger to- 
ward her enemies, so much as the indignant re- 
__ gistance of an outraged soul. They had no right 
ito rob her of life! She prayed that she might 
Fes Fs die, that she might have strength to defeat 
them, She resolved to fight, not for her politi- 
cal right to the money' for which they were 


‘illing her, but for the natural right to life— 


| staph Hed 
y bore ck to und and b. 
exhausted hate : nature yielded, a es sate itd uh: 


onsciousness. : ’ 
- On the morrow Leoline’s solicitude was re- 
Wed? ca wor ‘if re rt 2° a 


yee 


newed. Her perfidy turned Miriam sick; but 


she strove to repress all outward manifestation 
of her disgust. She lay scheming to counteract 
their plots. 

From post expeutgee she knew that she would 
not be subj to exposure again for five or 
six days at least. Meanwhile she must recuper- 
ate her strength, 


- In her contemplated flight she would need | 


food and wine to sustain her, From each meal 


she began to secrete crackers, which would keep | 
better than bread. Wine she always had at | 


and, 

She had a terrible ordeal before her. She 
must make her way to New Orleans, and there 
elude pursuit. 

It would be useless to appeal to strangers for 
protection. They would believe her insane, and 
give her back to her enemies. It would be so 
easy to prove by the servants that she had wan- 
dered in her mind. Her story of midnight ex- 

sure would be so at variance with the well- 

nown kindness of both Leoline, and M. de 
Calignay that it would be set down as a vagary. 

Sammay was her only friend, and his inabil- 
ity to cope with the cunning of her enemies 
had been proved. 

In this strait she thought of Jamas Bowie. 
Why,she knew not, but intuitively she felt 
that if she could find him and tell him her 
story, he would fight all the world for her. 

She did not forget Dr. Meredith; but Bowie 
was the man who had impressed her as strong, 
He a a rock against which nothing could 
avail. 

If she, could not find him, then she must lose 
herself among the unnumbered multitude of the 

reat city. She asked but time to recover 
er health, and then the opportunity to earn 
her own living... They were welcome to her 
money. As we have said, it had been only a 
curse to her ever since she could remember. 
But for the hope of gaining it, her father might 
have led a quiet life. 

So the fourth night came. She dared not 
wait longer. 

She dressed herself in quiet, Jadylike ~aiment, 
free from ostentation, Next she secured the 
Alte M. de Calignay had bought ber—and he 

ad been lavish for the sake of appearances. 
She was not taking anything which did not be- 
long toher. They had been bought with her 
money. On the proceeds of their sale she hoped 
to live until she was well enotigh to. work. 

The hour was come., It was midnight. She 
pene the casement and stepped out into the 
night! 


(HAPTER XXVIIL 
HORRORS OF THE PLAGUE. ’ 

NEED we dwell on the terrors of that night 
flight? A thousand times she started and fled 

recipitately at the fancied sound of a footstep 

ollowing her. A foe seemed lurking bebind 
every bush to intercept her flight. Every 
shadow struck panic to her heart. 

And yet the calm stars looked down, and no 
living thing crossed her path. : 

By the aid of the polar star and the broad 
Mississippi which she saw in the distance, she 
determined the direction of the city which was 
a City of Refuge to her, But the way was long, 
and she sunk faint by the wayside long before 
she reached her goal, Her strength, so little 
taxed of late, would not bear the strain, But 
the wine she bad brought with her spurred her 
flagoing enetEles and she toiled on, 

t last the distant horizon began to brighten. 
Rapidly the light diffused itself, mounting to 
the zenith, and pnally, 
sky. Itshowed a dull gray canopy, approach- 
ing almost to saffron color in the east, ’mid 
which the sun rolled up a dingy red. 

Its rays seemed to pierce the dead air like ar- 
rows, filling it with sultry o ping San : 

To Miriam it seemed as if she could not get 
breath, yet no perspiration started from her 
feverish skin. 

The city was now near at hand. She noticed 
that its towering chimneys did not belch their 
wonted volumes of black smoke into the air, 
though a general haziress was diffused every- 
where. Of this she.thought little at the time. 

Next she noticed that navigation seemed stag- 
nant. on the smooth-flowing river. The levee, 
always bustling with busy life, now seemed de- 


With tottering steps and swimming head the 


entered the town. Where was the gay 


1 
alae that usually filled its thoroughfares wit. 
the sounds of bounding life? A funereal silence 
ei on every hand! ant ‘ 
Here and there a dray half Jaden was driven 
by a gloomy-browed driver, -Here and there a 
solitary pedestrian glided along the ‘streets as 
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if afraid of the sound of his own footsteps. 

_ A man ed Miriam, and, gazing at her as 
if afraid of her, edged away to the curbstone. 
A woman met her, stopped and gazed at her in 
affright, put a hankerchief over her mouth and 
nose and crossed to the other side of the street. 

What did it all mean? Why was there every- 
where such silence and such gloom? Why did 
every one seem to shun her? 

There was a pungent smell in the air—the 
odor of carbolic acid; and in alleyways, and at 
openings of the sewers the ground was white 
with strevin lime. And now she noticed on 
every hand doors draped with crape. Then u 
the street came a terrible spectacle—a eart ed: 
ed with coffins! 

No need of further explanation. She knew 
that the city was stricken with the plague! The 
terrible scourge of the yellow fever was reaping 
its broad swath of desolation, sparing neither 

a nor beauty, strong manhood nor helpless 

ancy. 

The girl stopped in the shadow of a building 
where the hot sun could not so beat down into 
her brain. What could she do? Where could 
she go? 

To return to the country meant death at the 
hands of her bitter foes. "To remain in the city 
—what then? It was but death at most. ’ 

While she debated the subject in her mind 
two gentlemen, well-dressed and g the 
oe of business-men, came tow her. 
They were talking earnestly. A look of gloomy 
depression was on their faces, 

ust. opposite Miriam one of them 
abruptly, turned to the curbstone, and with a 
slight retching, which apparently caused him 
no as and little effort, vomited up a substance 
as black as ‘imk. An instant he gazed at if, 
then turned to his friend in an agony of white- 
faced terror. 

“‘My God, Harry! I’m a dead man!” he ex- 
claimed. ‘Don’t let Mary—”  - 

But the words were never spoken. He put 
his hand to his head, staggered a step, and fell 
prone on the walk. 

The survivor stared in mute dismay at his 
friend so suddenly stricken with death, 
he drew a strongly-camphorated handkerchief 
from his pocket and held it over his nostrils. 

A covered carrier’s-wagon chanced to be 
passing. ‘The gentleman hailed the driver, who 
reined in his horse. : 

“Friend,” said the gentleman, ‘‘I want this 
body carried a dozen squares, and I will give 
you fifty dollars to accommodate me.” . 

** Yellow fever?” asked the driver. 

“cc Yes, ” : 

‘* Fifty dollars wou’t pay me.” 

«Tt is all the money I have.” 

* Make it a hundred.” 

“ Will you take my check?” 

‘Hum! Don’t know you from Adam, boss!” 

“Tam Mr, Latham, of Latham and Brown, 
cotton brokers.. That is my partner, Mr. 
Brown.” : 

‘Maybe so. Reckon we can’t dicker, gov’nor. 
Don’t want to git the fever fur nothin’. Gee- 
lang, thar!” , 

And he touched his horse with the whip. 

Mr, Latham sprung to the horse’s bead seiz- 


| ed the bridle, and with a strong hand forced 


the animal upon his haunches.. _ 

With his right hand he drew a revolver, 
cocked the weapon and pointed it at the driver. 

“Get down out of that wagon!” he said, in a 
voice of iron determination. 

““ Hold on, boss! You don’t want to do no 
prosiltououe sbootin’!” said'the driver, turning 


e. 
‘My partner is going in your wagon, if I 
have to shoot you and drive rf myself!” : 
‘Have you got the fifty, pardner?” 
‘There is the money.” 
* Allright! I reckon I was a little hasty.” 
The body was placed in the wagon; Mr. 
Latham mounted beside the driver; and the 
whole went on down the street. 

Sick with horror Miriam sped away, going 
she knew not whither. ; 


At last her totcering limbs refused to carry 
her further. Her head swum, and a dull pain 
lay along her spine, especially at the base of 
the rig Her skin was dry and ‘her tongue 
parched. : 

In her weakened condition had she so Fe 
contracted the plague? The thought thrilled 
her to the heart with dread. 

She found herself before a house the front 
door of which stood open. Perhaps there were 
Christian people within who would not turn 
fon stranger who sunk languishing at 

‘Feebly she mounted fhe steps and rung the 
bell. It was plainly audible, as if the doors of 


the house were 0 Noone came to answer 
the summons, as the house empty? 

She felt her strength ebbing fast. If she 
waited longer she would sink in the street, 

She entered. The rooms were in disorder and 
untenanted. It looked as if a robbery might 
have been committed when there was no one 
by to guard. 

Were all the owners dead? Perhaps so. She 
had heard of such dreadful thin 

Ske entered a bedchamber. The bed had not 
‘been dressed since last occupied. She could not 
be fastidious. She felt that she could not tot- 
ter another er. 

She managed to get on the bed and almost 
fainted away. 

Sharp pains darted through her body. Her 
brain seemed on fire. Oh! for a drop of water 

to moisten her parched tongue! 

’ She tried to rise to seek that which would 
quench her raging thirst. Her head swum and 
her strength failed. 

She might die there alone! 

No!—steps sounded through tthe house, and 
the low murmur of voices. The steps were 
hesitating, with pauses—perhaps stealthy. 
The voices were gruff, At any rate, human 
beings were near. 

She waited. 


| 


| 


They ascended the stairs and approached the — 


room where Miriam lay. They appeared in the 
doorway—two men, a white and a negro, 

Esch carried a cudgel in his hand, They had 
a hangdog look, Their dark-browed, evil faces 
terrified the girl, as they stood looking in upon 


rs 

They looked like human vultures—such mon- 
sters as haunt the night-covered battle-field, 
robbing the dead and killing the dying. 

They entered the room. 

In abject terror, Miriam closed her eyes,and 
in her heart cried to Heaven for protection. 


CHAPTER XXIX. 

A BRACE OF BOLD ROBBERS, 
“Sam, we’ve treed somethin’ hyar,” 
“Sartin sure, Massa Tom.” 

“Choice goods, I reckon.” 


** A—No, 1.” 

‘She don’t bilong hyar. Been travelin’ on a 
country road, She’s covered with dust.” 

‘We ’uns hain’t pertic’lar, so’s it’s good pick- 
4n’s, Hyah! hyah!” 

“ Bet yer boots! Hallo! hyar’s a glistener!” 

The men had approached on either side of the 
bed on which the hapless Miriam lay trembling. 
Tom’s exclamation was caused by his catching 
sight of a ring set with a small diamond on the 
girl’s finger. 

The ruffian seized the hand, and was about to 
pull off the ring, when Miriam opened her eyes 
and jerked the hand away. 

“Ob, do not take that from me. It was Ey 
mother’s. I will give you everything else 
have,” she cried. 

The fellow doffed his hat in mock humility, 
and in a whimpering tone said: _ 

‘““Aw, ma’am! Will ye, now? You're too 
good! ere two r coves that’s down on 
our luck, an’ anything at all will be a godsend. 
Now, what might you have besides that little 
trin 

“You will not harm me? lam sick. Here 
is all that Ihave, Will you go away?” said the 
girl, disconnectedly, She was so terrified that 
she scarcely knew what she said or did. 

With trembling fingers she took from her 
pocket all the jewelry she had brought away 
wra in a handkerchief. 

“Thankee, ma’am. You're too good, ma’am. 
We'll never furgit ye, ma’am. Bich a kind 
heart— Great unregenerated Moses |” 

“ Fo! de Lo'd high golly !” 

“Bust my filigree-work, ef you hain’t a 
young gold an’ diamond mine, ma’am, with 
the modern improvements! Blow me to thun- 
der, but you're a fortin to any man.” 

“Will you go and leave me, please?” 

“ 

m 

me Tom?’ 

“6 wink struck it rich.” 

“yah! hyah! hyah! you bet!” 

* We'd better take the lady’s advice, an git.” 

* Befo’ somebody comes an’ knocks us out 
o’ our plunder.” 

“Fur rocks!” P 

“ Bet dis chile’s ready to make hisself ska’ge!” 

“Hold on. That'ring’s worth somethin’, We 
might as well make a clean aul, 

“Oh! do not deprive me of my mother’s 

1 You have everything else. 
‘“Ma’am, I couldn’t find it in my heart—in- 


deed I couldn't —to leave | 80 eee @ lad 
without som as 8! eps ; 
ber by. Te ain's: he vally o’ the ring, 
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beg you'll believe /—it’s only something that’ll 
remind me o’ the pretty hand that treated me 
s0 handsome. a’am, fur generosity you do 
me proud! Tl never furgit ye—never! Ef I 
had a sister, 1’d want her to be jest wg ing 

“Now, you'll jest take off that ring. It 
wouldn’t be lucky, ye know, fur me to e it 
The devilish irony of this polite robber made 
Miriam fear him more than if he had been 
brutally harsh. In terror lest he should touch 
her again, she removed the ring and gave it to 


‘“Thankee, ma’am, Good-day, ma’am, an 
God bless ye, ma’am! 

‘ Sam p 

‘Massa Tom?” 

‘We'll git!” 

**'You bet!” 


| less courage and sterling manhood, 


| 


| —this man was connect 


And the two worthies made off without more | 


ado. 


Left alone, Miriam sunk back on her bed of | 


pe utterly despondent. She had escaped 


odily harm; but sbe was helpless and alone, | 


where she might die with nobody near. __ 

Not four minutes when she heard other 
steps and voices in the lower part of the house, 
Then heavy steps mounted the stairs, 
those terrible men returning? 

With an effort she rose on her elbow and 


stared wildly at the door. There was an un- 


ment, has passed since his day; and considerin 

the force of public opinion, and the fact th 

this custom had the sanction of immemorial 
usage, and was just then beginning to be con- 
demned in the North, while in the South and 
West it was at its hight in this country; and 
casting over all the mantle of charity, which is 
the gentlest and greatest of the ues—judge 


m. 

This man who could ruthlessly and without 
remorse kill a fellow-man who had insulted him, 
was noted for open-handed generosity, daunt- 


friendship stood over against his implacable 


ene 
He had fought other duels and forgottem 
them; but bis encounter with the Curate had a 
new element. ‘ In some way —how he knew not. 
with Miriam. By 
fighting him had he cut off all chance of know- 
ing more of ber? <a lag } 
e thought haunted him and 
fever of his wounds, soas to retar 
When he was sound again he wandered ain 
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His genial | 


AZ 
Sides 
isrecoverys 


£ 
tase 


| ly about, scrutinizing every woman who ap- ~ 


proximated her appearance—hoping that chance 
ih 


| would again throw her in his wa 


Were | 


He wight have found her by following Sammy 


_ from the theater; but she had forbidden him to 


natural color in her cheeks, and an unnatural | 


glitter about her eyes. .The fever was doing its 
work. She was on the verge of delirium. 


| filled with torturing fears. 


The doorway was darkened, and the two rob- | 


bers reappeared. Their manner had under- 
gone a change, however, The skulking knaves 
who had entered the room before, to go out in 
chuckling triumph, wore now a sullen, hangdog 
expression of countenance, as they sneaked for- 
ward, looking apprehensively behind them. 

The cause of their fear was a man who was 
driving them before him with a cocked pistol. 

When the bold robbers issued from the house 
upon the street something in their ma: ner at- 
tracted the attention of a gentleman who was 
passing. Instantly he suspected foul-play, and 
drawing a revolver, he intercepted their flight. 

‘‘ Hold. on, my fine gentlémen, I want a word 
with you,” he said, coolly. 

‘“‘ Boss, I reckon we hain’t the parties you’re 
after,” said Tom. 

‘Oh, yes, you are. I’ve seen enough of your 


{ 


| 


sort to know you when I mee Ft What have | 


you been doing in that house 

‘Boss, we went in to ask fur cold vi’t’als— 
Iswear we did, Eh, Sam? What did we goin 
thar fur?” 

‘“Dat’s a fack, Massa Cap’n. We’uns was 


pomeriut hungry. Dey’s no work sense de yal- | 
e 


r fever. Reckon Massa Tom ’d sell dis nig to 


et somefin t’ eat, ef we wasn’t brung up toge- the deadly virus was in her blood. 


er. Ain’t dat so, Massa Tom?” 


‘Come! come! what did you find in that who seized the 


house?’ demanded the ape pes 
Evidently he did not believe a word spoken. 
‘* Jest nothin’ at all, boss,” replied Tom. ‘It’s 


seer 

‘“ We'll see about that. Go ahead of me, 

while I look for myself.” é 
Tom and Sam exchanged glances. The white 

man was evidently a coward of the meanest 

1yPe. aaa better could be expected of his 
ck a 


‘See eek boss,” said Tom, ‘‘ we did find a 
little somethin’ in ‘one o’ the beaurers. Ef we 
ive it up, I suppose you won’t want us any 


onger?”? 

‘* Hand it over, and I’ll see.” 

With the air ofa whipped cur, Tom produced 
the jewels he had taken from Miriam. 

Thar, boss, that’s all, so help me.” 

You infernal scoundrel! ve you mur- 

dered a sick woman to get these!” 

i ia) boss, J didn’t touch her.” 
Gan Ms 80, Massa Cap’n, She'll tell ye so 

“Then there is a woman in the house? Go on 
ahead of me, Isay! And if I catch you up to 
any tricks, mind your eye |” 

So the patty reached Miriam, 

The girl screamed: ; 

“Mr. Bowre!” 

And burst into a wild, delirious laugh, 

The man cried: 

‘* My God |” 


aay 


CHAPTER XXX. 
‘ vet Alina? 4 Na 
James Bov n born and bred in a 
country where the duello was the recourse of 
entlemen. To wipe out an insult with the 
Ficea of the insulter was not only no crime—it 
was demanded by honor. Let the reader re- 


member that half @ century, with its advance- 
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look for her directly. So he waited, never 

letting her out of his thoughts, 
Spring lapsed into suminer, and sultry August 

breught the terrible scourge! Then Bowie was 


She was poor. She could not command the 
means to leave the city. She must remain ex- 
posed to that awful paneer. At any moment 
she might be stricken 
already fallen a victim and died without his 
knowing it. 

These fears became so importunate that be 
resolved to seek her out, in spite of her pro- 
hibition, and try to induce her to fly from the 
city by his aid. ; 

e went to the theater to find Sammy. It 
had been closed that morning, as was ann 
by a large flere, until the scourge of the 
plague should be lifted from the devoted city. 

Sick at heart he turned Aik sy (2 

He might have left the city, but he would not, 
He went every where among the sick, the dving 
and the dead; but knowing only her first name 
his quest was bopeless. 

Then Fate hrought him to her, as we have 
seen. 

She cried: . 

“Mr. Bowie !— ; Roe. 

Throwing up her arms with a delirious laugh, » 

He echoed: 3 
“My God!” : 

He 


ss 


ew that she was before him, and that 


her, forgettul of the rascals, Tom and San 
opportunity for incon 
age. © eae ; 
he strong man grasped the hands of the 
weak woman and gazed into her face in dumb 
d . If he could have given her his he: 
and taken upon himself the fever that was j 
beginning to make ber pulses throb, he would 
have done it gladly. Si 
‘“*T feel safe with yon,” she said. 
been so frightened by thos: terrible men.” | 
“Fear nothing further. You will always be 
safe with me,” said Bowie, with a fervor that. 
brought tears to bis eyes. ‘ 
“T came to look for you,” ed the girl. 
““T was afraid I should not find you, and then I 
“You came to look fo1 me?” asked Bowie, 


puzzled. 

“Yes, They were trying to kill me—Leo, 
whom I loved so, and who I thought een eae 
too. But they made everybody believe that I 
was crazy. 
do Eo do ‘Sg AO he) suds? day see 

e paused a Y, gazin to 
with a terrible Gaeabianitie in hey eyes. She 
seemed to hold her breath for his anewer, while 
she clung to his hand. eo 

“No, I do not,” said Bowie. 


“Oh, thank you! I knew that you would xot\ 


| I knew that if I could find you, you would be- 


lieve me and proteet me from them!” » 


In her gratitude she raised his hands and 


kissed them, before he was aware of her pur- 


The man was thrilled to his heart’s core. 
had known him but a short half-hour. a 
Wiiy bad ake sovett teat Ets hopes toviaied ga 

she sou, ‘is hopes ft lan 

pba 5 but he pcs not view it, lia it eee 
Hie Mech ooadal.. Be pe kc seh Babak te. 
e to 

hol “iNtnself tn check, He struggled against 
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the tremor that shook every fiber Of his Being. 
In that moment the man was BEB Tee happy 
‘—sO happy that hope drove fear out of his 
heart. could not ible—so he felt—that 


_ But the girl kept on 
She ver y though 
per had diso my reason. 
ow?—my father—is dead—killed 
Her voice sunk to a wail. She was drowned 
in tears. She told him the t affliction that 
hhad fallan upon her in that sweetly innocent, 
appealing way in which a child might go to its 
mother with its greatest grief. 

____ By her words the man was hurled from a hea- 
Fever Of hope, down! down! down! to a hell of 
_ despair! It was asif an arctic frost had sud- 


king. . 
that grief for my fa- 
Oh, do you 


en sitting on the edge of the bed. 
se, tearing loose his cravat, which seemed 
ehim. His face was ghastly white, and 
with a horror that would never leave 


e girl, overcome by grief, had covered her 
with her hands, and did’ not see his emo- 


_ He tried to speak to her, to tell her that he 

‘was going for assistance, but no sound issued 
_ from his lips. Blindly he turned away and 

oe Pagers out of the room. 

He heard her call to him in a frightened 

‘voice; but he did not turn nor answer her. He 

could not. 2 gy 

__ _Hissearch for Miriam had familiarized Bowie 

‘with all the resources of the city for the care of 


me few would have known so well as he 
_ where to go for immediate help. 
__. §S00n he stood in the presence of a woman ar- 
-. -Yayed in black robes, and with a white fillet 
bound above a pale, sweetly-sad face. 
‘Sister Marcia, I must have your attendance 
at once,” he said, breathlessly. ‘In Heaven’s 
-name, do not deny me or delay. My patient is 
@ woman, absolutely alone in a strange house, 
‘whose owners seem to have deserted it, if, in- 
_ deed, they are not all dead.” 
—t The woman saw his ghastly face and heard 
his hoarse voice, 
-T will go as you desire me,” she said. ‘‘ But 
‘you look as if you needed some one to care for 


“No,” he replied, with desperate bitterness. 
“God's curse rests more heavily upon me. 

_ He denies me the blessing of the plague! I shall 
pass unscathed—” 

_~ * Blaspheme not!” cried the woman, raising 
her rosary impressively. ‘‘ Poor child of sin, 
er > hg presume to scan the ways of the Infi- 

) ate 7 

_» Bowie bowed in mute submission to her re- 


root. 
il a changed voice he asked: 


__ Where can I get a doctor?” . 
“aoa og Prec will be here at noon, and I 
will send him. Mean I cannot give you 


_ more than an hour, morning and evening.” 
— . *T cannot get a doctor sooner?” 
: « Tmpossib e.” 


In an agony of spirit Bowie sunk on his knees 
fee. Rt bedside, clutched the bedclothes and 
, uri white, clammy face in them. C) 
ied his white, cl face in. th Soh 

a Hifensd while she raved, and the hours : 
There was a step on the stair, but he heard it 
ES DOB, Set e and worn with unremitted 
labor that left him not the time for necessary 
eae ated at gin ie tis WOU, totalng § 
.  . Hestarted a of the woman gin 
‘th delirium of fever. strode hastily forward, 
“and sping his hands as he bent over her, ex- 

_ “Great Heaven! can it be?” 

’ Then Bowie raised his face, livid with pallor 
‘and damp with the sweat of unspeai:..ble agony. 
Recognizing him, the newly-arrived started 
his face became hard and stern, and 
hand with a repulsive gesture, he 


= “c : Ae 
_ SF Pe See . 
And the man whose agony now reached its 
_ €limax rose to his feet defiantly. 
; : a * * ‘ A un 
whe hati Tiny Se NM as Flt WAT 3 


she should have the taint of the fever in her 
blood 


In the great dearth of. nurses and. 


James Bowie and Dr. Meredith stood face to 
face, staring at each other across the bed on 
which Miriam Wingate lay unconscious of the 
presence of either! 


CHAPTER XXXI. 
AT THE GATE OF DEATH. 


EVERYDAY life has moments of terrible 
tragedy that defy delineation on the mimic 
stage. 


the father of the woman he loyed? One who 
knew him was come perhaps to denounce him 


and thrust him out from her presence, that | 


she might not be contaminated by his sacrile- 
gious touch. 

She had clung to his hands when no subtle. in- 

stinct showed her the blood-stains on them. She 
had appealed to him, and he was ready to re- 
spond with the devotion of his Jife. But this 
man would raise a barrier between them that 
| all the eternities could not break down, 
As for Dr. Meredith, he saw at a glance, 
| without explanation, that the man.who had 
killed the father loved the daughter to madness. 
He saw the white agony in Bowie's face, and 
knew what he must be suffering. The cle 
disarmed him. The hand that had waved Bowie 
off like the interdict of an ae ee judge, 
‘sunk to his side. The hard, forbidding lines 
faded out of his face. 

At this the defiance of the man who feared 
nothing in human shape melted like snow before 
the summer sun. Tears sprung to his eyes and 
asob unlocked his tightly-compressed lips. He 
cla his hands and cried, in a pivopes 1 mad 

‘Because I robbed her of his life, wou aoe 
have me leave her, too, to die? 1 bring “her 

nothing but good now. She does not shrink 
| from me. She knows nothing. She cannot 
| know, if your lips are sealed. I have passed 
| through the anguish of the damned! I beg of 
| you—I implore you to spare me!” 

He stretched forth his trembling hands across 
the bed, as a man who saw the gate of heaven 

| about to be closed in his face, 

Jn a yoice broken with emotion, Dr. Mere- 
dith said: 

“Enough! From the bottom of my heart I 
pity you! Let us work together for the salva- 
tion of her life,” 

“Oh! how can I thank you? I have no 
words—” 

Bowie was about to approach the man whose 
magnanimity s d him; but Dr. Meredith 
raised his hand to check him, and interrupted 
in grave, not unkindly tomes: 

“T do not presume to be your judge, but I 
Fae touch your hand. I leave you with 

! 

Bowie covered his face with his hands and 
stood quivering froma head to foot. 

When he gained self-command, he said: 

“Perhaps you areright. Let us leave so un- 
oe a subject as myself, and think only of 

er 


“ Let it be so,” replied Dr. Meredith, gravely, 
and the battle for Miriam’s life began. 

Day after day the fever raged, until her form 
was wasted to a shadow, and her fair complex- 
ion was stained an ugly yellow. Day and ent, 
without rest or sleep, Bowie watched at her 
bedside, his soul racked by her delirious words 
with prea that knew no abatement. The 
name of her father was ever on her lips, show- 
ing how she had loved him, and how the blow 
that struck him down had crushed her to the 
earth. And every word pierced the soul of the 
duelist like the sting of the worm that dieth 
not! : 

When ‘Sister Marcia came he received her 
dumbly. When she went he silently pressed 
her hand, Only his eyes appealed to her. They 
were bloodshot with incessant watching. The 
were hard and glassy with unintermitted grief. 
Even the cooling balm of tears was denied 


em. 

And the woman, feeling her soul moved to its 
tenderest depths by his voiceless woe, alternate- 
ly sought to cheer him with words of hope, and 
to reconcile him with the consolations offered 
by her religion. 

He listened to her-without impatience or op- 
position, yet in a way that showed that her 
words a no effect on him whatever. He had 
no hope—his resignation was the submission of 
despair! ss Sony 
’ Of course he could know nothing of Dr. Mere- 
dith’s relations with Miriam; but the truth 
came to him by observation; for nothing that 
A aie to her could escape his vigilant scru- 


‘The time was come when Dr. Meredith could 


What art could reproduce the play of | 
feature of a man whose soul was racked with | 
the knowledge that his hand kad struck. down | 


oe eS 
ath’ 
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prove himself one of those heroes that dare to 

ght hand to hand with death in its most terri- 
ble form, In that great lazar-house which com- 
prised a whole city, whence thousands fled in 
mad panic, and where of those that were left 
the dead and dying seemed almost to outnumber 
the living, he stood firm, defending the citadel 
of life at a thousand points, beating back the 
demons of pestilence and death, and bearing 
the prirciae boon of life and health wherever he 
went, 

His time was more precious than diamonds, 
yet he gave of it freely to his fellow-men, re- 
serving for himself only an hour now and 
then when exhausted nature refused longer to 
be denied. 

Bowit knew this, and knew that an impartial 
distribution would leave but little time to each 
patient. Yet Dr. Meredith would come again 
and again, at any hour of the day or night, to 
Miriam’s bedside, and give her the personal 
care that was usually left to the nurse. 

When he ministered to her his hand shook 
with an unwonted loss of self-control. When 
she ay in a stupor, which took the place of 
sleep, he would stand and gaze at her with an 
anguish that wrung great beads of sweat from 
his brow. When she tossed in delirium, he 
would take her hands in one of his and place his 
other palm upon her forehead with a tender- 
ness of touch whose significance could not be 
mistaken. 

At such times his power over her was won- 
derful. Her cries and moans would sink into 
incoherent mutterings, which in turn wouid 
cease. The bounding blood would abate its 
headlong course, the fire of fever was allayed, 
and, yielding to the magnetic influence of tke 
man, she would sink into the most natural sleep 
that she enjoyed at any time. 

He never left her until he had quieted her 
thus nd even after she had sunk to repose he 
some,.mes hung over her as if he could not tear 
himself away. 

Once he brought another physician—a thin; 
almost unheard of in the great dearth of medic 
skill—had him examine her, recounted all the 
varying symptoms, told him all that he had 
done and all that he proposed te do, and then 
bung upon his approval as if his own life—nay, 
more than that—bung in the balance. 

All this Bowie saw and read the si 
of; and to his other torture was added a sting- 
ing wrens of the man whose touch alone 
could calm her wildest moments. 

And yet, there was nothing mean or selfish in 
this jealousy. While it cut him to the heart to 
feel that he bad a rival who possessed this ee 
tive power in opposition to the terrible disad- 
vantage under which he himself lahored,. he 
would have walked to the ends of the earth— 
nay, he would have lost her to himself !—rather 
than deny her this help, even from his rival 

Only when the doctor was away he had her 
all to himself, and would then indulge his love 
and remorse. He could tell her all, then, know- 
ing that his words conveyed no intelligence to 
her mind; yet it relieved him. And while she 
lay unconscious he would kiss her thin hands, 
and sometimes even her parched lips. 

The fever was at its crisis. She lay as in a 
trance. As she awoke to consciousness so would 
fate decree life or death to her. ; 

Dr, Meredith was not yet come, James Bowie 
knelt alone at the bedside, hanging upon the 
issue. In that moment his soul went. out ina 
voiceless prayer for the boon of her life, 

Suppose she should never wake, but die there? 
| She Jay so still that an agony of terror seized 
, him at the thought. He hungered to kiss her 
| once more while she yet lived. He bent over 

her and touched his lips to hers—airily, so as not 
to disturb her, ‘erly 

Dr. Meredith entered at that moment and saw 
the act. A wave of crimson swept his trow 
whose pallor had known no change for weeks. 
Furiously he cried: , 

“You infamous scoundrel! how dare you!” 

_ And the man who never before had taken an 
Par eaure g word tamely rose in self-defense, and 
retorted with.that defiance which expends it- 
self in words: 


ificance 


Se 


gti fare do anything! She is as much mine 


as yours 
Gnos more these two men, whose emaciated 


j 
forms and haggard looks seemed to make pre- 
aration for heaven more fitting than earthly 
issension, glared at each other across the bed 
where lay the woman both loved. — 
What reply Dr, Meredith might have made 
wage cut peor ‘we’ Laat! r 
e ent move © Was awake! 
sma en is et nd aga ape 
er han ng into her face a SeEINESS 
that only tho famished Hs Nat feel. : 


tae 
eee 


BOWIE, T 


ae | 


She opened her eyes, looking him full in the 
face.’ The calm light of reason was in her eyes. 
A faint smile showed that she recognized him 
with pleasure. Her lips moved, and a voice 
as light as the sigh of a zephyr, articulated his 


name: 

** Mr. Bowie [” 

Then-her eyes closed again. 

A look of almost delirious triumph irradiated 
Bowie’s countenance, as he raised his eyes to 
Dr. Meredith’s face. It said: 

‘“‘T have had her first smile of recognition! I 
defy your power!” 

Dr. Meredith was dumb. It seemed as if a 
mocking fate had dealt him an altogether un- 
called-for blow in the face. To be sure, he had 
no claim to her—he had no right to expect any- 
thing; but all the same it hurt him to feel that 
chance had taken sides against him, as it were. 
This man who had killec her father was cer- 
bowed unworthy. Why was anything given to 
‘bim? 


But, James Bowie iooked back at Miriam, 
now lying with closed eyes, anda change came 
over his face. First came a fear—she might 
even now slip away from life! Then came a 
hope—Dr. Meredith might save her! 
fery conflict—Dr. Meredith—his rival! 

There was @ moment of agonized indecision. 
bree me great magnanimity of the man tri- 
umphed. : 

Fou have more power than I,” he said, be- 


Lastly, a 


seechingly. ‘‘This is your place. Come and 
seve her!” 
He rose and stepped aside, 


Dr. Meredith saw and recognized what under- 
lay the act. Then only his eyes showed bis ap- 
preciation. 

Without a word he stepped into Bowie’s place, 
took Miriam’s hand, and rested his palm on her 
forehead. 

She didnot open her eyes or move, but a 
ae came over her. All the muscles seemed 
to adjust themselves to repose. Her breath 
came faintly, yet in regular irations. A 
slight moisture a red on her forehead beneath 
Dr. Meredith’s palm. She slept, sweetly, peace- 
fully} She was saved! 


we 


CHAPTER XXXII. 
OUT OF THE SHADOW. 


For long minutes Dr. Meredith sat perfectly 
motionless, watching the sleeping girl, while 
Bowie stood aloof loo ng ab both with feelings 
thet cannot be described. 

With a sigh the doctor arose and turned 
away. His movements were slow, his ste 
were feeble, like those of an old man. e 
beckoned James Bowie to follow him out of the 


room. 
They passed out_on tip-toe, so that they might 
not disturb her. In the hall the doctor faced 


Bowie and said: 

“T have been thinking that there ma: 
misunderstanding. 
married woman?’ « 

It came like'a staggering blow. Bowie seized 
hold of the stair-rail to steady himself. 

“ A what?” heasked, after a a in which 
be seemed to try to realize what ‘he had heard. 

‘A married woman, That was what 
prompted my words.” 

‘Married?’ repeated Bowie, brushing his 
hand across his forehead, 

Then in a'slow, distrait way he added: 

“No. Iditd not know.” : 

oI apologize for the 
words,” said the doctor. n the impulse—” 

‘ Iois not necessary,” interrupted Bowie.) ‘TI 
have forgotten what you said, When was sha 
married, and to whom?” 

The whole manner of the man was changed, 
He seemed so broken. , 

Dr. Meredith paused, knowing what he must 
communicate. 

“Cannot you tell me?” asked Bowie, looking 
at bim without apparent emotion, 

‘‘T hesitate to pain you—” 

“T thank you for your consideration. It is 
thrown away, however. I have lost the sense 
of pain. Goon.” 

: ‘6 She was married over her father’s death- 
ac— 

“Ah”? 

The ejaculation was an involuntary catching 
gasp, which showed that the center of feeling 
was not ge blunted to insensibility. 

. de Calignay,” concluded Dr. Mere- 


x ao To 
dith. . 
At. that James Bowie started erect. All 
w) pkness seemed to fall away from his wasted 
f,."e. The blood leaped into his vale face. 


be 2 
Do you know that she is a 
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a strong voice. 

46 Wes,”’ 

“Then, by the gods—” - 

He raised his clenched hand above his head 
but suddenly broke off, and letting his hand 
fall to his forehead, turned ayer: His fictitious 
strength disappeared as suddenly as it had come 
upon him. His shoulders resumed the stoo 
they had never known until that terrible wee 
of despairing vigil. 

He was avout to re-enter the sick chamber 
when Dr. Meredith stopped him. 

‘¢ What is it?” he asked, ‘in sudden panic. 

‘Nothing! Nothing!” 

But the doctor would not be put off. 

‘* Why should she not marry Raoul de Calig- 
nay?” 

“T know of no reason.” 

‘But your words, your excitement implied as 

uch.” 

‘TJ did not intend they should.” 

‘“*Man! man! do not equivocate!” cried the 
doctor, in uncontrollable excitement. ‘TI ad- 
be you to tell me what you know!—and if 
Ge has wronged her, I swear that I will kil 

im! 

At that Bowie turned and faced the doctor 
with an icy smile. 

‘“Tf he had harmed her, in so much as a fea- 
tner’s weight, in anything that could be taken 
cognizance of by statutory or social law, do you 
think that I would wait for you to avenge her? 
Trust me; she shall never lack a champion while 
I live!” 

He went back to Miriam, and Dr, Meredith 
was left alone in the hall. 

From that hour Miriam’s convalescence be- 


“To WM. Raoul de Cailignay ?” he repeated, in | 


e took the doctor by the shoulders, and gaz- 
ing steadfastly into his eyes, went on: 

‘Can you retain this impression? Will you 
do as I wish?” 

The doctor looked back at him, and said: 

“*T will, if it is within my power!” 

‘““May God reward you! I can only thank 
you!” said Bowie, with deep emotion. 

The spark had fallen upon dry tinder, and 
soon the conflagration raged amain. ; 

In_ the terrible days that followed, James © 
Bowie watched beside his new patient as assidu- 
ously as he had beside the old, but from a differ- 
ent reason. One word from those delirious lips 
might blast his life forever! And ever that 
word seemed trembling on those lips, a 
mocking demon had devised this meth 
torment. The burdenof Dr. Meredith’s 


was: 
‘‘Hush! hush! T must not tell! at 
I not tell, do you ask? Ah! that is the 
You cannot get it from me. This keéps ringing 
through my brain: ‘ In God’s name C20- 
esa rad not expose me!—do not expose 
Naturally Miriam speculated as to what the | 
secret might be that preyed so upon his mind; 
and Bowie’s soul was pierced by her unconscious _ i 
b 


E 


ane 
a 


(01 


questions, i 
Meanwhile the slender thread of lifeseemed _ 

as if it bs be snapped at any moment. Then 

a terrible thought came into Bowie’s mind. If — 

this man died without telling her, shé mi . 

never know! The slightest neglect on his part ; 

might turn the wavering balance. It haunted 


gan. Now that delirium no longer held her 4 ell 

mind in thrall she made no reference to her | him day and night, yet he remained steadtast. 

father, or indeed to her past life. And all the while he saw the strange tender-. 
ness with which Miriam ministered to the sick 


A marked change was wrought in Bowie, 
Had she been an fiistern: queen and he her de- 
voted. slave, his attentions could not have been 
more reverently deferential. Now when she 
pe gw he never so much as kissed her band, 


man. A subtle tie seemed to link these two, as 
if they were complements of a perfect whole. - 
She had, in almost as marked a ‘degree, the 
Same influence over him that he had over her,* 


" 
ay by day Dr. Meredith came, as often as So the crisis ; and Dr. Meredith, ashe | 
he hada moment tospare. Asshe grew stronger, | had prophesied, conquered the disease. Buthe 
his step became more feeble. She no longer | was like an infant in the hands of the woman _ 
needed him professionally, yet he continued to | who cared for him with almosta motherly in- 
come. It rested him only to look at her—to be | stinct. She would sit by him for bie only 
near her. coe his hand, while he lay with closedeyes, __ 
She urged him to take more rest, but he shook | yet not sleeping. 


hand 


his head. He said that the dying + Ae? 
should fail utter- 


g 
What James Bowie felt during that time, no — 
claimed him until his strengt ade — 


pen can describe, But he was mute. 1m 
no sign, : ‘ 
At last came the Heaven-sent frost, andthe 
terrible plague was staid. Those who had fled. 
began to return to the purged city, and busi- 
ness that had long lain prostrate renewed its 
e. ; * 
é 
1 


It was ascertained that all the former (enapite oi 
of the house our friends had edsolong 
were dead. Pizenaements were made with the 
heirs to rent the house, and, to preserve the 
proper an elderly widow was engaged as 

ousekeeper and companion for Miriam.” 

This was done without consulting the 
No word had passed with reference to herself. 


pee 

‘The papers are full of your unflinching hero- 
ism, your unflagging devotion. Your name 
has gone to the ends of the Union—all over the 
civilized world indeed, among those who have 
done their duty nobly and well, while I remain 
here idly, doing nothing. See! I am now well 
and Nerd eS ps I must bear my share of the 
burden. You make me ashamed of myself. 
You must now step out, while I step into the 
ranks.” 

She walked across the room several times, 
and went through some callisthenic movements 
With her arms, to show how strong she was. 

Dr. Meredith smiled faintly. It gave him 


; Dr. Meredith wanted everything to flow along 
at pleasure to see that her old grace of move- pseu as a matter of course, until she should “4 
mépt was returned. } herself roach the subject of her ture, As ‘Ss 

“‘ They cannot spare me, nor do they need you | for , She shrunk from allreference toher 


marriage, Sono word had been spoken, — 
They were in the little parlor when Bowie 
nounced the completion of arrangements, ; 
“Meanwhile,” he said, “I have a pleasant 
ersis- 
ed u 


“yet,” he said. ‘For the present you can serve 
others best by taking care of yourself.” 

_ He essayed to rise from his chair, but sunk 
back with sudden Pane A stinging pain shot 
through his brain and along his spine. Dark | 
spot: floated before his eyes. 


an- a 3 


surprise for you, Miss Miriam.” (He ha 
tently called her that.) . ‘‘I have pus? picl 
Miriam was at his side instantly. a friend, whom you will be glad fo see.” ‘ 
“Oh! see how ill you are!” she exclaimed. And crossing the hall, he opened the lobby 
“Tt has come at last,” he said, “Ihave been door and ushered in—Sammy. a 
fighting it off for days. There is no use in dis-| Miriam’s delight was instantaneous and with- ae 
guising the truth from you. I cannot leave this out disguise. Sammy could not speak,ashe 
. is ame | held her hands. ich \ 
i 


a 


Miriam clung to his hands, and began to’‘pant At that becigyy Wey t ea rung. 
and tremble with fright. Bowie went to the door. , 
“Oh, what can we do for you?” she cried. | “ Aht  Pray Fee Mile. Leoline and M. — 
“Becalm. I believe that I shall conquer the de ge said a voice familiar toall; andas 
disease. You must not expose yourself toa re- James Bowie fell back in dismay, the French- . 
lapse by watching over me until you become ex- man pushed by him and stood with his _ 
hausted.” ' | hand on bis heart in the parlor door. 9 be oa 
Bowie now interposed. His eyes were rest-| _ Behind him was Leoline, After her was 
less with suppressed excitement. He spokewith Ezreth Quirk, Esq. ; oad 
enforced composure. s . ¢ 
| “Tf you will withdraw a moment, Miss | CHAPTER XXXiil. 15 
Miriam, I will get Dr. Meredith into bed,” he | A CHALLENGE DE tad Ai ‘o 
said, - | Mrrrtam’s flight was not discovered until — 
morning. Then M, de a “ious, 


With a woman's care the girl arranged the Calignay was furious, — 
Fi Of course she had sought the fly bia there her — 


bed for its new occupant, and then left the 


room. wae persecutors could not follow her without i “ 
Bowie got the doctor in bed. Then he stood ring the almost fatal risk of infection ‘ 
before him and said: ; her 


; ; ~ | plague. AB ee at 
“YT know that you will soon be delirious. e 7) she would but take the fever, it would ro- 
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a fieve us from all further trouble,” was M. de accordance with the laws of God and man,” re- 

i Calignay’s cold-blooded su ion, plied Dr. Meredith, with dignity. 

ptt He knew of no one to whom he could intrust ‘Bah! zat is z coward’s plea!” cried the 
the search for Miriam, save his henchman, Frenchman. 


| Quirk; but that lucky rascal had fled North- 
MES, e knew not whither. 

| _._In this strait he concluded to let matters rest 
until the abatement of the plague; for evena 
million dollars would not tempt him to risk a 
da. Ri Orleans, where men were dying off 
a C2) eer. 


Failing to find any record of Miriam’s death, he 
__ began a careful search for her person, until one 
day fortune favored him 

we k, who had returned, was in consultation 
with bis master and Leoline, when the 
saw James Bowie and Sammy meet on the 
fonts pany F excitement and evident de- 

ght showed plainly that unusual news was be- 

imparted to s 
y guess that it might 
m in the city, and determined to follow 
wo, which he did with the result narrated 
_ inthe last chapter. 
- At sight of him Miriam uttered a sharp cry 
of fear, and shrunk to Dr. Meredith's side, 
_—s grasping his arm. } 
__ The doctor turned td and rose to his feet, 
olding to the back of the chair for support, for 
his strength was not yet retprned. 
‘€ Monsieur le Docteur Meredith !” said the 
. ener with sarcastic dt ape 2 Cand 

Shoue > 4°) you ze surprise—ze pleasure zat 
De. “fire madame, my wife, = 

-viam, my poor child, can I tell what we have 
' . suffered at losing you?’ 

_. . He advanced toward her; but Dr. Meredith 
_ interposed his hand. 

_. “One moment, if you please, sir,” he said. 
_. ©T have. asked the lady nothing—she has ex- 
plained nothing; but is it not strange that you 
should be seeking her only now, after so long a 


separation? 

_ Monsieur,” said the Frenchman, coldly, ‘‘I 

- apprehend no difficulty in zis case. I claim my 

' wife; Ireimburse you for any expense you may 

have incurred, and pay you for your a anal 

'_ alservices, Is anything more simple?” 

ss “Sir, you owe me nothing. hether. the 

lady accompanies you from here will rest with 

her own election.” 

_ “Miriam!” exclaimed Leoline, stretching 

forth her arms. 

a Calignay grasped her wrist and put ner 
"Gen "he said, ‘I am content. But 

first | must have words with you zat are note 

ey suitable for ze ears of ze ladies. Shall we with- 


A a 
ae Sm 


be th 


i. 


ie: 
i ae 
Ng 


a 


ae) 
- ae 
ae 
PP 


| Mee 
a 


a ‘ea 


om 
7 


By 


"This way, if you please,” said Dr. Meredith, 
and he led the way to the back parlor. 
‘a Hee de Calignay and James Bowie followed 
it io 


hl ad! 


not’ ce pit Hy laced 
sin kis | é t elicacy 

: Snathetietin of her. tlemen, I ate emu- 

I have no desire to drag my private 

: ; ife alone 
and inducé her to return with me on her own 


j ¥ “"? 
% e te zere f already in our confidence 
| ae 's One . 
a my niece. Jou have no objection to her be- 
ing het at ze interview from which you are 


- exeluded 
_ - No exception could be taken to this, 
Very well. Now, sir,” turning to Dr. Mere- 
-_. dith alone, “I may as well conclude my busi- 
ness with you. Ineed note put my grievance 
| into words, If : 
) ae << te deny me zat satisfaction which custom ac- 
X Pi - 


|. . And the challenger folding his arms across his 
ts breast Hated inwultingly int the doctor’s face. 
--- “T ‘ynderstand your challenge, sir,” said Dr. 
_ Meredith, with quiet dignity; ‘but I do not 
oe ep thks tah ode. of honor which compels a 
ne man to set himself Spas a target for the 
first ruffian who happens to be seized with the 
whim to shoot at him. If I haveinjured you in 


any ¥ ou have your appeal to the law of 
the and. Tat is AP yes or the protection of 


“Gentlemen do note settle zeir differences 
like clowns?” said the Frenchman, severely, 
_ “Gentlemen should settle 
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de Calignay made a | 
he presence of. | 


Eo company? Mi- . 


ou are a gentleman you will | 


tah hay Mag was among the first to return. | 


their differences in | stra; 
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Dr. Meredith’s fist shot straight from the 
shoulder, and took M.de Calignay fairly be- 
tween the eyes. 

Bowie caught his arm in time to destroy the 
force of the blow. Still it was a blow given 
and received. He then stepped between the 
contestants. 

‘Gentlemen, pray do not forget yourselves!” 
he said. 

M. de Calignay was furious, 

“Tf you deny me satisfaction now, I will shoot 
you down, like a dog, at sight!” he cried, 

“T shall always hold myself in readiness to 
repol assault,” said the doctor, coolly. 

“More zan zis—I will post you on ze street 
corner!” 

“Tf you dare to slander me, I will cowhide 
you on the very corner where you do your post- 
sag was the prompt retort. 

. Meredith forgot that he was a little incon- 
sistent in having recourse to personal violence; 
but he was adopting the Northern custom, which 
only condemned that encounter whose direct 
aim was the taking of life.” 

While Bowie was not sorry for the indignity 
put upon M. de Calignay yet he could not fully 
sympathize with Dr. Meredith in refusing the 


0. 

‘‘ We will see,” was M. de Calignay’s porten- 
tous rejoinder to Dr. Meredith’s threat. 

Then he bowed: 

“With your permission!” 

And opened the door to the front. parlor. 

By Dr. Meredith’s invitation all. retired to 
the back parlor, save Miriam, Leoline and M. 
de Calignay. 

There were twenty minutes of terrible sus- 
penss. Then M, de Culignay threw open the 
communicating door. is lace was radiant, 
triumpbant! 


CHAPTER XXXIV. 


CROWDED TO THE WALL. 


Wuen the gentlemen withdrew Miriam was 
filled with undefined fear. It seemed as if her 
enemies would triumph again. M. de Calignay 
seemed to mold every one to his purpos hy 
had the two mon on whom she relied consented 
to listen to him? If they failed her, she felt 
that she was powerless to resist a any a ee 

She did not take into account that she had 
told them nothing; and that they could see in 
her only a woman for some reason estranged 
from her husband. The few disjointed. sen- 
tences she had spoken to Bowie on first seeing 
him made no lasting impression, he think- 
ing her delirious at the time. 

my went to her side, drawn by her ap- 
Peeling, CY oS With all his familiarity with the 
stage, he was slow to aepece tragedies in real 
life., He did not see any harm in M. de Calig- 
way, more than in ordinary men. Few of vs 
fre quick to apprehend any unusual wickedness 
in our intimate friends who have the air of re- 
spectability. 

Ezreth Quirk, Esq., arrayed in perfectly gor- 

us attire, was the personification (acco: 

his notion) of judicial dignity. 
Leoline wasa woundeddove. | ; 
Not a word was exchanged by this interesting 


oup, 
eben M. de Calignay entered the front par- 
lor, and Ezreth k, Esq., and Sammy with- 
drew, leaving am, alone with her two most 
dreaded foes, the girl felt utterly helpless and 
alone. She did net understand it; but some- 
how her two champions had been talked over, 
and deserted her, . 

“ Miriam,” said M. de Calignay, ‘‘ we may as 
well come to a clear understanding at once. Of 
course you folly. understand zat before ze law 

ou are my wife in ze fullest sense of ze word. 
ae ze law no cognizance will be taken of any 
agreement between us inconsistent with mar- 
riage as ordinarily accepted. Now, let me 
show you what constitutes a husband’s rights 
and a wife’s duty, as set forth in ze law. Here 
is a co ¥ of Blackstone. 
yourself.” atestt' 

He took a volume from Ezreth Quirk, Esq.’s, 


{ 


You may read for 


bag, opened it and pointed her to the Common | 


Law on the subject under discussion. 

The girl read mechanically, and, knowing 
nothing of the difference between the theory 
and practical working of the law, saw that she 
was BaF husband’s property, which he could re- 
claim wherever found, very much,as he could 
regain possession of a domestic animal, ‘‘lost, 
ved, or stolen,” Fag ‘gf 
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| Her utter helplessness made her sick at heart; 
yet she would not yield without a cron 
“The law cannot give you the right to kill 
me; and that was what 
said, with a shudder at the terrible recollection. 
‘*Oh, Miriam!” sighed Leoline; and one would 
. have thought her a saint crushed by ingratitude. 
** Zat is too iapapep le @ story to gain cre- 
dence,” said M. de Calignay, unmoved. ‘ Here 
is what it would avail you. . Suppose your over- 
zealous friends, here, would believe you aad re- 
fuse to give you up to me cpncanbiat By a writ 
| of habeas corpus I would bring ze case before 
| ze courts. Zere I would prove our unremitted 
kindness to you, and ze aberration of mind in 
which you gained zis false impression and left 
' us. You know zat zis can be proved by half a 
dozen witnesses, Zis alone would break down 
your story; and ze court would give you up to 


me. ’ 

“But would I stop here? No! I would prove 
zat zis man, Dr. Meredith, was in love with you, 
and you with him. Ah p 

He stopped with an ejaculation of fiendish 
exultation, seeing the girl leap to her feet, crim- 
son to the tips of her ears. 

‘Ze worid will note judge you leniently, 
when it hears zat you fled to him, and have been 
living under his protection all zese weeks. Do 
you wish to stand up in court and try to per- 
suade zem of your innocence?” 

Miriam sunk back into her chair, panting. 
Such wickedness stunned her. 

‘“‘T would stake my life on your innocence,” 
erred the Frenchman, ‘because know you. 

ut you will find zat strangers—and, in ninety- 
nine cases out of a hundred, friends also—pre- 
fer to believe evil rather zan Shes 

‘But see; I will throw ze blame all on him, 
saying zat he tried to beguile your innocence. 
Zerefore [ am willing to take you back to my 
heart and my home.. People will laugh at my 
credulity, and will say I must be a good man to 
be such, a fool. Ze judge will tell you to go 
back to your husband, and thank God zat you. 
have one generous enough to view your conduct 
in so favorable a light, 

“Next, I will challenge him and kill him in a 
duel— Ah! you start again! You betray your 
love for him! ‘You know how well I can shoot. 


you were doing,” she 


I shall not miss his heart by half.aninch! And 
I will have ze sympathy of ze world. Zey wilh 
say I am. not so much of a fool, after all, I have 
veal 9 my ae at so eal 

i one point more, ow do you. sup 
I would en you back into at homaat if 
you go with me now, freely, ze old life shall be- 


gin again, You are free; your wifehood is but 
asbadow. If youcompel me to vindicate my 
rights before a court of law, I will not only es- 
tablish zem, but claim zem! Do you under- 
fiom rt shall be my wife, not only in seem- 
a in fact |” 

oar mae crushed, - ‘ 

. de Calignay could terribly impressive 
yhen he chose. Now he bent over this cower- 
ng girl like an implacable fate; and his low, 
hurried words, which could not have been dis- 
tinguished by any one listening at the keyhole, 
(could such a thing have been possible,) sunk in- 
to her soul like drops of molten lead. 

Still another was ae impressed by his 
words. "So intently realistic was his manner, 
that, in spite of his repeated assurances, Leoline 
feared that he ht really intend to put his 
threat into ex on. The je pang she ex- 
perienced was made manifest by her starting up 
and grasping the edge of the table spasmodically, 
while ber eves littered and her lips were drawn 
back from her clenched teeth. sa 

To reassure her, M. de Calignay went on, 
dressing Miriam:. 

“Kor your person I care not’ing—absolute 


not’ing! You are as unattractive to me as it 
were possible fora woman to be. B pe 


make me ze ig cee hae of ze worl 


crush you with shame for which ze world will 
have no sympathy. 
“ Now, will you go voluntarily, or will you 


go later by compulsion of law?” 


CHAPTER XXXV. 
THE CHALLENGE ACCEPTED. 

Wuar could the helpless girl say? What could 
she do? She was overwhelmed. 

“Come! come!” urged Calignay. “Ze gen- 
tlemen in ze other room await your decision, 
Zey will not interfere with your decision, If 
you go, you go!—if you stay, you stay!” 
| Now the girl rose, pale yet resolute, - 

‘‘ Raoul de Calignay,” she said, with a grand. 
womanly dignity, ““I do not know by wha 
foam my friends fall away from me at your bid- 

| ding. By your subtle arts you beguiled even my 
J he 
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r father, so that he trusted in you implicif- 
fer Abandoned by all earthly help, I know that 
bere I am in your power, and I therefore sub- 
mit, But in the Hereafter, God will avenge my 
‘wron;s. You cannot blindfold His justice!” 

‘*7 can answer your doubts,” replied M. de 
Calignay, in a modified tone. ‘‘ Your friends 
do not interfere because zey know zat zey are 
powerless before ze law. Your father was not 
deceived; I intended and still intend to do you 
hie if you do not aes in making me. ze 

utt for ze ridicule of every wag in New Or- 
leans.” d 

He turned, swung open the communication 
door, and said: 

Gentlemen, Madame de Calignay has decid- 
ed to return to her home!” 

His triumplant face had prepared them for 
his words; but to James Bowie and Dr. Mere- 
dith they sounded like words of doom. 

Miriam was in the act of leaving the room to 
get her bat and mantilla, so that they did not 
see her face. 

‘‘Gentlemen,” interposed Ezreth Quirk, Esq., 
in his most pompous style, ‘‘ it seems to me meet 
that we should congratulate each other on the 
happy issue of what promised to be a most 
painful breach of domestic felicity, and on the 
perfect good feeling that has existed between 
opposing coumsel—I-—I beg your pardon!—] 
aowid have said between gentlemen whose in- 
terests seemed in conflict, though all have the 
lady’s welfare at heart. Gentlemen, allow me 
to proffer the amity of the profession.” 

e adyanced with outstretched hands—one 
each for Bowie and Dr. Meredith. 

Thove gentlemen ignored him utterly, neither 
deigning so much as a look. 

Seeing this, the lawyer dropped his hands 
with a waye, as if only a bow had been intend- 
ed. His equanimity was not at all ruffled. 

‘‘Gentlemen, I trust zat you are satisfied?” 
said M. de Calignay. 

*¢ We have no oppoeeeen to make to the lady’s 
will,” said James Bowie, answering for both. 

“'Mank you!” 

M. de Calignay bowed with mock deference. 
His triumph was complete. 

Miriam reappeared, equipped for the street, 

Tn silence she gave her hand to James Bowie. 
Had either been in a normal state, the hand of 
the other would have felt like ice. 

Dr. Meredith came next, Forasingle instant 
her eyes were raised to his; and blended with 
their unutterable woe was a look of reproach 
that he did not understand, yet which pierced 
him to the depths of the soul. | 

Their hands fell apart as if each was struck 
with palsy! .. 

She turned away, in her agony forgetting 
Sammy, who had hung back, looking bewilder- 
ed and pained lees expression. When tho 
youth saw that he was forgotten, his lip quiver- 
ed and his eyes filled so that he could scarcely 
see her as she passed down the hall and out of 
the door, walking as one might walk to death. 

The look in Miriam’s face had filled Dr. Mere- 
dith’s heart with a new purpose. He felt that 
sor ething terrible underlay her union with the 
man to whom he kad seem her married. That 
her association with him must be a living death, 
her evident horror of him amply showed. f y 
what power he coerced her will Dr. Meredit 
could not imagine. That the Frenchman was 
utterly ruthless, he believed, Subject to his 
cruelty, she must die at no distant day... 

For this there was but one ren.edy, since she 
voluntarily went back to her bondage, Was it 
wrong, then, to seck her release by killing her 


secutor? } 

Dr. Meredith did not dwell long on the moral 
niceties of this question. He believed that the 
woman he loved was being persecuted to death. 
Her look of reproach called bim mutely to her 
succor. He responded at once! 

As M. de Cal gnay was about to pass out hoe 
touched him on the elbow. . 

“ A moment, if you please!” _ 

M. de Calignay bowed compliance, and step- 
ped back in the roont. ; 

“I have reconsidered my determination,” 
said the doctor. ‘Give me two weeks in which 
ty recover my strength, and lam at your ser- 
vies. Here is m . Your friends will 
know where to find me.” 

- Asif it were an exchange of the most ordi- 
nary courtesy, M. de Calignay exchanged cards, 
and bowed himself out of the house. 

Jumes Bowie stood like a statue, white to the 
li In that hour came to the most ter- 
rible temptation of his life! 

And this is the temptation that was presented 
to James Bowie: 

He knew that M. de Calignay had the reputa- 
tion of being a ‘dead shot.” Suppose he 
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fought with Dr. Meredith? The latter” was a 
Northern man, and knew absolutely nothing 
about dueling. As his purpose was evidently to 
fignc the Frenchman to the death, he must in 
all probability fall. 

That would at once remove James Bowie’s 
only real rival, and the only man who could tell 
her that he had killed her father. 

To have got rid of this man when the oppor- 
tunity presented itself before, during his illness, 
would have involved criminal neglect—in fact, 
nothing short of murder. But this duel was 
another thing. It was none of Bowie’s business 
if the doctor chose to-fight. He had not the re- 
motest agency in his death. 

After Dr. Meredith’s death, Bowie could him- 
self fight M. de Calignay. If the fortune of bat- 
tle went against the latter—and Bowie had no 
doubt of his own powers—Miriam would be re- 
leased, and— 

“Great Heaven! I am her only friend! 
What would stand between us? Granted that 
she loves him now; she would forget him in 
time; and then—” 

The possibilities made the man dizzy. With- 
out taking leave of the doctor, or indeed looking 
at him, he seized his hat and left the house. 

Left with those two men whose great distress 
was traced in every line of their faces, Samm 


had slipped away unobserved. He shared his: 


misery with no human being, But nature has 
her. compensations. His soul was passing 
equ the furnace, to come forth purged of 
OSS. 
They were all gone. Dr. Meredith sat alone! 
His mind was no longer perturbed by the 
peeindices of social distinctions. He had studied 
iriam. She stood forth on her individual 
merits asa woman. Her parenta her associ- 
ations weighed nothing. ‘The purity of her soul 
vindicated its own dignity. She stood apart 
from and above all the world. 
But, was she not lost to him? et 
He sat alone. The hours lengthened, until the 
shadows of night gathered around. Still he sat 
in the darkness, without motion! 


ied 


CHAPTER XXXVI. 
THE DUEL. 


MraNwalLE James Bowie was pacing the 

streets of the city, a fugitive from the tempter, 

et cart yine the temptation about with him in 
is heart. 

It was nearly midnight when he returned. He 
found Dr. Meredith sitting in the, darkness. 
The light from gaslights in the streeb made his 
figure just distinguishable. 

_Neither spoke. Bowie sat down, and the 
silence continued. 

Presently Bowie said: 

‘*- You mean to kill him?” 

‘“-Yes,” was the laconic reply, in a bard, in- 


flexible tone. 

‘‘In ordér to release her?” 

he’s 

“What do you know of the use of a pistol?” 

* Nothing.’ 

“Can you handle a knife or rapier? As the 
challenged party, you have the choice of wea- 

ns,’ 


“T have never had a dueling instrument of 
any kind in my hand.” 


“‘Aht that is worse than I feared. I need not. 


tell yuu that he is a dead-shot.” 

+ i Lave no fear of him.” 

“On what do you rely for success?” 

°° On God |” 

A. hush of awe fell between them, It was 
strange to invoke the Deity to aid in the break- 
ing of his most stringent law—‘‘ Thou shalt not 
kui!” Impressed, with only one aspect of the 
case, Dr. Meredith did not notice the inconsist- 
eacy. 

After a time Dr. Meredith spoke. 

3 May Irely on your friendship in this mat- 

r 


er? 
‘ Unquestionably. May I begin with a sug- | 


gestion? 

‘*T shall be glad to listen.” 

“The pistol is your only hope. In two weeks 
you may learn something of that. Then the 
merest accident may favor you. For the knife 
or rapier you have not the strength, even if yo 
could acquire any skill in so short a time, ill 
vou select the pistol?” 

“Yes. I had no other idea.” 

“Then it is necessary that you steady your 
hand by the most careful living. Of first im- 

rtance is sleep. You must begin now, by re- 
firing at once. To-morrow morning you shall 
beziu target-practice.” , 

The gentiemen arose, Dr, Meredith went to 
bed, and by a strong effort of will forced his 
mind away from distracting thoughts, and slept. 


_ 
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James Bowie sat down berore tne vpeu wie 
dow of his room, where the cool mght breeze 
could blow on his fevered temples. For him 
sleep was impossible. 

Reader, have you ever reflected on the actu- 
alities of a duel, stripped of all sentiment? In 
the days of chivalry the gauntiet was thrown 
down and accepted, and the fight took place on 
the spot, in the heat of the moment. In modern 
times some duels have been fought with almost 
equal promptness, But this is the more usual 
course: 

A gentleman wounds the “ honor ” of another. 
A challenge passes, Friends are invi to ar- 
range the combat. Here beginsa trial of diplo- 
macy, each party of seconds trying to secure 
advantages—faix' or otherwise—to its principal, 
The choice of weapons, the loading of weapons, 
the manner of firing, the person who is to give 
the sigual, the signal itself, the place and time 
of meeting, are all considered; and the best 
men score the most points, ; 

Then comes the drilling of the principals. 
They are taught to fire as nearly as may be in- 
stantaneous with the signal, A quick shot may 
be poor a = After they suffed. eftlg with a 
certain degree of accuracy, a stu effigy ma 
be placed before them, until they learn to ‘ait 
the position of a man’s heart from the outlines 
of his re. Next, one of their seconds may 


exchange blank shots with them until they are, 


accustomed to being fired at, so that the move- 
ments-of their real adversary, or the flash of his 
pistol, may not disconcert them, - 

After this comes such a dress as will present 
the least conspicuous mark to the eye, blending: 
as much as may be with the shadows of the 
landscape, and in some cases even disguising the 
figure so as to delude the eye, t 

Arriving on the ground, every inequality, 
every variety of background, is red and 
skirmished over by the seconds. ia 4 

When a satisfactory compromise is effected, 
two human beings, who have been drilled to 
murder, consummate their folly and wicked- 
ness! Afterward comes cowardly flight from 
the law (where the law has real validity) for 
the survivor. - 

This is dueling! This is the vaunted vindica-. 
tion of ‘* honor!’ 

At the end of the first week James Bowie 
stood face to face with this conviction: Dr. 
Meredith could not be taught (at least in so 
short a time) to fire the pistol with sufficient ac- 
curacy to make bis Seine with M. de Calignay 
Aha but a cold-blooded murder, in whic 
he would be the helpless victim! 

During that week James Bowie had never had 
a moment’s rest from the conflict that was rend- 
ing his heart. Now every consideration of 
magnanimity and unselfish love crowded u 
him, forcing him into the line of conduct against 
which he had been fighting. 


‘If Dr, Meredith falls hettre M. de Calignay, 


Miriam Wingate will never smile again!” 

That was what his heart told him. 

Suppose, on the other band, he should antici- 
pate Dr. Meredith’s due], and kill M.de Calig- 


nay? : 
She might look upon him with horror as a 
murderer; but she would wed his rival and be 


happy. 

Phere was one drop of comfort. in this bitter 
cup. When she had learned why be had fought 
M. de Calignay—and per Dr. .Meredith 
wouid be Bopnetauions eno to tell her—she 
could not look upon his act otherwise than with 
great leniency, knowing that she owed her hap- 
piness to it. She must remember him, then, 
with some tenderness. : 

All day long the fierce bati.e Letween love for 
self and love for another had been raging. _To- 
ward night his resolve was ouwduenly taken. 

| The truer love had won! 

| Now, that he had determined to sacrifice self, 

| he was possessed of a feverish impatience. With 

_ great strides he sought the St, Charles Hotel, 
where he expected to find M, de Calignay, 

That gentleman was standing at the entrance 
of the hotel, smoking. Hesaw Bowie approach- 

/ ing, and a black scowl of hatred darkened his 
rows. 


As if not noticing him, Bowie brushed by him * 


rudely. 
M. de Calignay threw him off with his arm, 


crying: 
a What, fellow! Dare you jostle me?’ 
Bowie stopped instantly, and as he stood be- 


fore the Frenchman with his powerful frame 
| and the fierce expression uliar to his face 
hightened by its pallor, he looked what he was, 


_ &man whom few would have the temerity to 
| move to anger 


But M. de Calienay had a particular reason 


- 
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wise loth to have an excuse for quarreling with 
him. 

Bowie looked him from head to foot, and said 
with cool sarcasm: ; 

“Tam a fellow who is in the habit of having 

genkoen as yourself make way at his ap- 

proach! LIalways hold myself in readiness to 
Prove my right to deference of that sort. If 
you are unwilling to concede it, I shall be glad 
to demonstrate it to your satisfaction at sunrise | 


orrow.” | as she clung to life—even more tenaciously, in- | 
*“ You shall not lack ze opportunity, sir,” re- | deed. 
torted the Frenchman, proniptly. ‘ My friends | But hedid not return, though one by one the 
can find you” hours of the night dragged themselves by, while 


y 
“In the hotel, where I will engage a private | 
parlor at once for their reception.” 
pe zem within an hour.” 
The gentlemen bowed. Bowie went into the 
hotel Calignay passed down the street. 


The picnic grounds north of the Crescent City 
were y deserted early in the morning, 
But the rising sun, looking down'a vista of 
trees, on the morning next following the inci- 
dents narrated above, saw two men standing at 
twelve paces, and four others variously dis- 

e Standing near a case of surgical in- 
struments, another holding a handkerchief at 


arm’s-length. In the background were two 
awaiting carriages, 
The man with the handkerchief spoke in a 
Ht eateebosionts voice: ay? 
ntlemen, are you rea . 
& onge Then tbe resumed, in measured 


ein two! Firm!” 
And the handkerchief dropped from his hand. 
There was a simultaneous discharge of two 


pistols, 

“One of the men fell forward on his face. The 
other shivered from head to foot, and put his 
hand to his breast. 


CHAPTER XXXVIL 
A HUMAN TIGRESS. 

: Tue plotters once more held their victim in 

their power. Miriam could offer no further re- 

- sistance, She locked forward to death as the 
poly release from her troubles. They had but 
to let her alone and the canker at her:heart 

soon eat her life away. 
This was M. de ers plan. He knew 

. that she would die, and he feared to run any 
further risk. 

But the thought of waiting for time to remove 
Miriam from her path drove Leoline beside her- 
self, Jealousy e her doubt M, de Calignay’s 
sincerity. 

“Oh, Raoul! Raoul! you have betrayed me! 
This is what I feared!” she cried! ‘“‘ And now 
aot ptr suppose that I shall be content and wait 
and wait, while we grow old together? Never! 
She shall die at once, by my hand! You have 
no love for me! You have deceived me from 
first to last, and made me your tool!” 

Sbe had wept, supplicating and upbraidin 
turns until his patience was exhausted, 
clutched her by the wrist, and in his 
way, said: 
eed dare to harm a hair of her head, you 
shall mt it to ze last instant of your exist- 


ence!” 

He had never spoken to her so before, The 
woman stared at him, panting, quivering. 

In a hoarse whisper she said: 

“* You love her / see it! Well, goto her! Keep 
her! You are welcome! There is one who loves 
me. Iwill gotohim/ Icanafford to be frank 
with you now. I loved your money }—J love him 
forh uf alone! Good-evéning!” 

Without a word further—without a look at 


Now 


him, she left the room. 


The man was thunderstruck. Heretofore she 
had always been at his feet. Now her smile of 
icy contempt sent a chill to his heart. Could he 
have been mistaken in her? A scene flashed be- 
fore his mind—her parting with James Bowie at 
the green-room door. 

The fierce mute he had experienced at that 
moment had been allayed by er fascinations. 
those fascinations had been exerted 
only to win the million for which she knew he 
was plotting? 

The smile with which she dismissed Bowie had 
haunted him more than once. Bowie was young 
—so much nearer her ownage. He was a mag- 
nificent-looking young fellow—a blonde, too, her 
opposite, while M. de Calignay, coincident with 
her,.was of the darker style. 

She could refer to no one but him. A deadl 

formed in M. de Calignay’s heart. 
ames Bowie must die! 

He left the house. and while in this mood was 


- insulted by the very (man he wished to quarrel 


with. 
He could not know that Leoline had gone 
from his presence direct to her room, and there, 
overcome by emotion, fallen to the floor in a 
swoon. 


ance, 

When she recovered consciousness, she await- 
ed his return home, -that she might fall at his 
feet and implore his forgiveness. 
him overmastered pride: She clung to his love 


her vigil was unbroken. He had resolved never 


to look upon her again until he could tell her 


| that his rival was dead. 


As the sun rose, it found Leoline pacing the 
floor of her room like a caged tigress, striking 
her breast and wringing her bands, while low, 
fierce moans escaped her lips from time to time, 

An hour passed—two—three. Still she paced 

back and forth, back and forth, with the rest- 
less iteration of a wild animal.’ She had not 
changed her dress since the day before. e 
had pulled her hair down, so that it fell about 
her inwild abandon. Sometimes she tugged at 
it, that physical pain might divert her from her 
mental agony. ometimes she tossed it impa- 
tiently back from her face. 
r irror seemed to have an irresistible fas- 
cination for her. She would look into it at her 
reflection, and laugh hysterically at the wildness 
in her face. 

The bell rung. : 

She stopped in the middle of the floor, like a 
bi ed beast whose attention is arrested, and lis- 

ned, 

There was a pause, then approaching foot- 
steps and a knock on thedoor. It was aservant 
who announced a gentleman to see me de 
Calignay. : 

Miriam had no visitors. It must bea stranger 
with intelligence concerning M. de Calignay, 
thinking his wife the proper person to communi- 
cate with. : 

Leoline became ghastly pale. Her eyes glit- 
peep EUS: She seemed ..to hold her 

reat 


Without attending to her toilet she walked 
straight to the reception-room. Her walk was 
* an that might have become Lady Mac- 

eth. . 

A gentleman, looking very grave and pale, 
rose asshe entered. Her appearance seemed to 
startle him. 

‘“ Well?’ she said, ina hoarse, harsh voice. 

“Madam,” said the gentleman, with his eyes 
on the floor, ‘‘T have a painful—” 

“Ah! Heis dead! 4 

The words sounded scarcely human. 

The gentleman started and looked up. 

‘Have you been informed?” he stammered. 

“Bring him here, at, once!” she said, not an- 
swering the question. 

The gentleman, looking frightened at her 
corpse-like look, bowed himself out. 

Leoline went into Miriam’s room. 

The girl was reclining on a couch. She wis 
greatly emaciated already, which showed how 
she had suffered. She lay with her eyes closed, 
like one in utter hopelessness. With the yellow 
tint of the fever still in her face, she might have 
been taken for one at the point of death. She 
was waiting for death! 

At Leoline’s entrance she opened her eyes 
languidly. Then, frightened or the terrible 
look in the actress’s face, she started to a sitting 


re. 

Leoline stopped in the middle of the floor, 
stretched out her hands tragically, and cried: 

“Rejoice! You are free! Raoul de Calignay 
ts dead !” 

“Dead?” echoed Miriam, 

“*T have come but to tell you one thing pur- 
sued the actress. ‘Know that before he ever 
saw you he loyed me. Iam no more his niece 
than you. He loved me with the love he would 
give his wife. He loved me with his whole 
soul! Every instant.of the time since then till 
now he has loved me, and only me. For you 
he felt only such indifference that he would not 
use you for the beguilement of an hour! You 
could no mere make his pulses quicken than 
could an image of wood, It was his pu 
and my purpose to give P hie the shadow of his 
name —honor pe , and more than enough for 
such as til he could “oe the money you 
had no right to inherit, and then kill you like a 
mangy cat! Then he would have turned to me, 
to lavish all his wealth and loye on me. Hear 
me! He loved me so that one mad word from 
mu livs sent him out to death! 
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Her love for | ) 
| mine—all mine! 


| 


Such, however, was the fact. It was | 
the price she paid for that one outburst of de- | 


*(Tfush! Not asound! He is coming!” 
She turned, looking in the direction of the 
doer. 

There were sounds of heavy footsteps on the 
stair, which did not stop until they reached the 
reception-room. : 

‘After a pause they receded, and all was still. 
Miriam was too much shocked and awed to 


speal,or move. 


Leoline turned to her again. 

‘* A Jast word,” she said. ‘‘ Understand he is 
Beside my great love, your 
shadowy claim isnothing! If you dare to in- 


| fringe on my right by so much as touching his 


body with -your finger, I will strangle you on 
the spot!” 

She turned and left Miriam cowering breath- 
less with terror. 

In the reception-room in the center of the 
floor stood a hand-bier with a black pall, 
beneath which was plainly outlined a stark, 
still form. 

Near the door, in attitudes of deference, 
stood the gentleman she had first seen and two 
men in attendance, 

- Leoline stretched out her arm, pointing to the 
gery a tragedy queen, and said simply: 
! 


In Silence they withdrew. 

, The actress did not look at the bier, but 

zg round it, locked the door; then darkened the 
windows, by drawing the curtains and Le So 
shawls before them, until the room was as 

as night. In the darkness she gro to the 
bier and crouched down on the floor beside it. 
No sound passed her lips; no tears came to her 
eyes; her body was motionless. 

All that day and night, and far into the next 
day no one dared to intrude upon her grief. 
Even the coroner was kept at bay by the - 
tleman who had seen her face in its terrible, 
stony expression, 

At last the duty of the officer of the law com- 
pelled him to act. 

They knocked on the door, 

There was no response 

Louder. 

Dead silence! 

At last they had to force the lock, 

They found one stark and stiff in death and 
ie re) but with the light of reason gone 

oreveér, 


CHAPTER XXXVIIL 
“NEVER LET HER KNOW!” 


James Bowre stood before Dr. Meredith. 
Beneath his clothes there was a bandage about 
his body over the line scored across his breast 
by M. de Calignay’s bullet. 

He was ghastly pale, but from mental suffer- 


ing. 
fie had walked into Dr. Meredith’s presence 
while the latter was waiting breakfast for him, 
and startled him by his altered appearance. 
The doctor looked his question, but remained si- 
lent, awed by the shadow of a great tragedy. 
Without prelude, Bowie said: 
“He is dead, and she is free! His blood is on 
my hands. She will never need to shrink from 
ours in horror. This is my atonement to her 


or her father’s life, She will be happy—” 
He stop’ @ spasm of pain compressing his 
bloodless lips. 


Dr. Meredith had risen to his feet in dismay. 

“Dead!” he repeated, in awe. 

‘*] knew that he would kill you, if 
I quarreled with him, compelling him 
out, and sh dead, to save your life.” 

ue od!” exclaimed the doctor, starting 
forward with outstretched hands, 

But Bowie waved him off. 

“No gratitude from you!” he cried, almost 
fiercely. ‘‘I did not do it for you. It was for 
her sake! 1 know that she loves you. Kor 

our death nothing on earth would console her. 

d knows she has had ee enough! Icould 
spare ber this. I have done it. 

“But do pig! think it cost me nothing? I love 
her, tool! are love her so well as I? See 
what J have done, What Dad og me from 
letting him kill you, then taking my turn with 
him, and, after you were both out of my path, 
becoming her consoler? Nothing but my love 
{or her! I have endured to crush my own 

eart and give her to a rival that she might be 
happy! That, I say, is my atonement to her. I 


ou met, 
call me 


make it freely. ‘ 

“* But you, who have been benefited indirectly, 
owe me something. I demand in quittance what. 
will cost you nothing. Of those who know that 
my hand struck her father down you alone will 
ever have access to her. Give me this pledge, 
and we pre quits—that you will never let hex 


“I can never express to you--” beg 
Meredith, choking with emotion, 

But James Bowie interrupted him harshly: 

‘* Answer me! . Yes, or no?” 

**] will never let her know, I give you my 
word of honor!” 

~“ Bnought ‘I shall never see you again. Her 
T could not endure to look upon, lest I should 
fall at her feet and tell her all!” 

He paused, struggling with a whelming tide 
of emotions. 

Dr. Meredith gazed upon this man with a 
great pity, a great wonder, a great reverence, 
His voice shook as he said: 

‘Once I refused your hand, 
me now?” 

~ But Bowie did not heed, if indeed he heard 
him. Into the hard and bloodshot eyes for the 
first time came stranger tears. With his eyes 
and his clinched hand raised heavenward, he 
said: 

“JT vield her to 
than I. As you 
or curse you! 

Abruptly be turned, and was gone. 
to a hero’s 
tells the story! 


an Dr. 


ee 


Will you give it 


ou, who are less unworthy 
eal by her, so may God bless 


He went 
ife and death at the Alamo. History 


Mrs. Quirk’s door, setting it down to the score 
: of extravagant living. That lady 
woman, harried the lifé out of 
him of his want of management. 
dren were glad of the return. Their unaccus- 
tomed clothes, and the other restraints of soci- 
ety, irked them. Now they once more reveled in 
dirt and freedom, making “pop tote’em around 
the room pack-aback,” and were happy. 

In due time the world had a new tragedian, 
whose melting pathos brought tears to the stern- 
est eyes. He Fund been Sammy! 

In a private asylum, not far from the Cres- 
cent City, might have been,seen as painful a 
spectacle as the eye ever rested upon. It wasa 
_woman of remarkable physical beauty, yet, as 
the attendant told you in an awed voice, ‘' with- 
out a soul!” From tbe day they found her 
crouching like a wild animal beside the body of 
the man she had loved so madly, she had’ never 
spoken a word nor betrayed an emotion. As 
docile as a child when led by the hand, when 
left alone she sat motionless, with her eyes on 
the ground. Had there been none to put food 
to her mouth, she would have starved to death, 
making no sign. Though she knew it not, she 
owed the care that was taken of her to Miriam 
Wingate’s generosity, 


an imbitter- 
him, twitting 
Only the chbil- 


And Miriam! But now we come down to the 
resent time. Far from the scene of her suffer- 
ing, in a beautiful villa, su 
nificent 
urbs of 


U rrounded by mag- 
rounds, in one of the matcbless sub- 
ston, lives an elderly lady of sev- 
_ enty, or thereabouts. We see her sitting on the 
piazza in a rustic chair, on a warm June after- 
noon, dressed in elegant black silk and with her 
gray hair lying smooth beneath a lace cap. 
er genial smile warms our heart, and wekno v 
that God has crowned her life with a peaceful 
and happy old age. 
Beside her sits a gentleman whose hair and. 
beard are also His hand rests on bers, 
That tells its own sto: 


Around this couple on the piazza, are seated 
sedate men and matronly women. — 
Before these, on the lawn, variously disposed, 
pt: Sere youngex men and women, in the full pride 
and bloom of life. 
Lastly, children brighten the picture with 


their sunny smiles, ; : 
Four generations are here assembled in honor 
ofa Golden Wedding! A 
' 


THE END. ! 
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His patron dead, Ezreth Quirk, Esq.’s money 
soon took to itself wings and flew away ; just how 
he could never tell, so be laid the blame of their 
return to room 49, No. 7, Court House Piace, at 
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“pe ee males and females, 
an Anes For two females, 


low Nat to 
Putting 0 ieee Colloguy. . For two males. 
© Straight Mark. For several boys. 


Two ea of Life. A CoHoquy. For ten girls, 
Prado om Marino Faliero, 
Money. An Acting Charade, 
hey Virtues. For six young ladies. 
The Irishman at Home. For two males. 
fg paaige Bequircments. For three 
4 Bevy of I’ 


Dime Dialogues, No. 6. 


The Poet under Difficulties. For five males, 
William Tell. For a whole school. 


Woman’s Rights. For seven females and two males. 
Allis not Gold that Glitters. For male and females. 


. The Generous Jew. Tor six males. 
Shopping. For three males and one female. 
The Two Counselors, For three males. 
The Votaries of Folly. For a number of females. 


Aunt Betsy’s Beaux. For four females and two 


males, 
The Libel Suit. For two females and one male, 
“ta Claus. For a number of boys. 
'stmas Fairies, For several little girls. 
suv Three Rings. For two males. 


> ab Dialogues, No. 7. 


ars. For fourteen females, 

The ieee ld in Fairy-Land. For girls, 

Twenty Years Hence. Two females, one male, 

The Way to Windham. For two males. 

Wojaan. A Poetic Passage at Words. Two boys. 

The, 'Olo; 48 re Colloquy. Yor two males. 

low to d ofa Bore. For seyeral boys, 

Gorrdine Sohook 
Plea for the Pledge. For two males. 

The Ills of Dram-Drinking. For three boys. 

True Pride. A Colloquy. For twe females. 

The Two Lecturers. For numerous males. 

Two Views of Life. 


The ‘hts of Music. For two females, 
A Hopeless Case. ) in Verse. Two girls. 
The Would-be School-Teacher. For two es, 


Come to Life too Soou.. For three SOEARE. 
Hight O'clock. For two Bete gir 

True Dignity. A Colloguy. For two boys, 
Grief too Expensive. For two males. 
Hamlet and the Ghost. For two persons. 
Little Red Riding Hood. For two females. 


ew Reatinns. of an Old Rule. Boys and 
Rerores caine A Colloquy, For two or ge 


: Dime Dialogues, No. 8. 
The Fairy School. Fora number of girls. 


The Enrolling Officer. For three ce curls and two boys. 


ue Base-ball Enthus 


For three boys. 
Girl of the Period. 


For three girls. 


The Fowl Rebellion. For two males and one female. 
Slow but Sure. For several males and two females. 
Caudle’s Velocipede. For one malé and one female. 


The Figures. For several small children. 
The Trial of Peter Sloper.. For seven boys. 
Getting a Photograph. For males and females. 
The Society for General Improvement. For girls. 
A Noblemén in Disguise. 
| ‘ coe angi For two bo 
, "Bohool. For five females and four males. 


| A "Hara Case. For three boys. 
Ghosts. For ten females Bata one male, 


; Dime Dialogues, No. 9. 

< ertising for Hat For a number of f es. 
pela vag to Er and, Giipetin Greeting. For two bo: 
The’ Old poke a the 2 New. For four 


male. 
Choice of Trades. For twelve little boys, 
3. The Lap-Dog._ For two females. 


For fur females and one male, 


The True e Philosophy, For females and males, 
A Good Education. For two females. 
The Law of Human Kindness. a re females. 
Spoiled Children. For a mixed school 
rutus and Cassius. 
Coriolanus and Aufidius. 
The New Scholar. For a number of girls 
Lis fey Que e Man. For three males. 
aa . 2). For a school. 
‘s 


hy Women be Given the Ballot? For boys. 
} _ Dime Dialogues, No. 10. 


Be Flag. iy "Fo Festival. a three boys. 
) ) ‘or man 

Great Lives. For six bo ve. and Er rite 
eal Scandal.’ For numerous ated mad ge females, 
' The Light of Love. For two boys. 

The Flower Children. For twelve girls. 

1 ‘The Deaf Uncle. For t boys. 
) ae For two boys. 
i Pig a spore Meee 
in ‘ True Ni ° three 10 one girl, 4 
Pees — , Life Lesson. ox tres irts,: 
Le Fe aoe and the Soldier. For two ay 


Schoo} reve For two 


Lach 


yes), For eight or ioe tte girls. 


The Way They Kept a Secret. For male and femailes. 


For two males and two females. 


A Colloquy. For two females. 


ree girls and six boys. 


for the Heathen, [For one male and one fe- 


females and one 


nomy. For four boys and three 


. ae ig Twain’s Shoe. For one male and one 


For two iales and two 


Dime Dislegues, No. 11, 


ae pearances are very Deceitful. For six boys. 

e Conundrum Family. For male and female. 
Curing Betsy. For three males and four females, ' 

Jack and the Beanstalk. For five characters. 

The Way to Do it and Not to Doit, For three females. 


me Wa to me Healthy, etc. For one male and one 
emale, « 
The ae True Life, For two girls. 
Classic Colloquies. For two boys. 
Gustavus Vasa and Cristiern. 
Ui. Tamerlane and Bajazet. 
Fashionable Dissipation. For two Hittle girls. 
A School Charade. For two boys and two girls, 
Jean Ingelow’s “ Son wns Seven.” For seven girls. 
A Debate. For four 
Ragged Dick’s iene? For three boys. 
pes ien eae Ww = ee 
ery Questionable ry. or two bo: 
A Sell. ior three males. sr: 
e Real Gentieman. For two boys. 


Dime Dialogues, No. 12. 


Yankee Assurance. For several characters, 
Boarders Wanted. For several characters. 
When I was Young. For two a 

‘or two boys. 


The Most Precious Heritage. 
The Double Cure. For two males and four females. 
The Flower-garden Fairies, For five little girls. 
Jemima’s Novel. For three males and two females, 
Beware of the Widows. For three girls. 

A Famil aot to Pattern After. For ten characters, 
How to lg An acting charade, 

The Vagation pade. For foux boys and teacher. 
bah aughty Boy. For three females and one 


Mad-cap. An acting charade. 
All is not Gold that Glitters, POBDE Bron preeeen. 
Sic Transit Gloria Mundi. Acting charad 


Dime Dialogues, No. 13. 


Two O'clock in the Morning. For three males. 

An Indignation Meeting. For several females. 
Before and Behind the Scenes. Several characters. 
The Noblest Boy. A number of boys and teacher. 
Blue Beard. A Dress Piece. For girls and boys. 
Not so Bad as it Seems. For several characters, 

A Curbstone Moral. For two males and female. 
Sense vs, Sentiment, For Parlor and Exhibition, 
Worth, not Wealth. For gour boys.and a teacher, 
No such Word as Fail, For several males, 

The Sleeping Beauty. For a school. 

An Innocenf Intrigus, Two males and a female. 
Old Nably, the Fortune-teller. For three girls, 
Boy-talk. For several little boys. 

Mother i is Dead. For several little girls. 

A Practical Illustration. For two boys and girl, 


F Dime Dialogues, No. 14, 


Mrs, Jonas Jones, For three gents and two ladies, 
The Born Genius, For four gents. 

More than One Listener. For four nae and lady. 
Who on Airth is He? For three 

The Right not to be a Pauper. For two boys. 
Woman Nature Will Out. For a girls’ school. 
Benedict and Bachelor, For two boys. 

The Cost of a Dress. For five persons. 

The Surprise Party. Yor six little girls. 

A Practical o hoting otiare: For three boys. 


A Conclusive rp min °F two bo; 

A Woman’s Bli For three gir’ 

Rum’s Work. rk. (fem aeons: ce). For four gents, 
The Fatal ‘or two young ladies. 

Eyes and Neuer For one gent ~~ one lady, 
Retribution. Fora number of se 


Dime aie 0 No. 15. 


The Fairies’ Escapade. Numerous 
Poet’s Perplex nt For six gentlemen. 

A Home Cure. For two ladies and one gent, 
The Good there isin Each. A number of boys. 
Gentleman or Monkey. For two bo pave 
The Little Philosopher, For two little girls, 
Aunt Polly’s Lesson. For four ladies. 

A Wind-fall. Acting Charade. Fora anes ro 
Will it Pay? For two boys. 

The Heir-at-law, For numerous males, 
Don't Believe What You Hear. For three ladies. 
A Safety Rule. For three ladies. 


The Chief's lve. Extract, 1 For two males 
Testing her mds, For several characters. 

The roe er’s Troubles. For two ladies, 

The Cat Wit thout an Several characters. 


er, 
Natural Selection For three gentlemen, 


Dime Dialogues, No. 16. 


y Ann, For four ladies and one gentleman, 
rol ‘heetin of an Winds, _ For a school. 
The Good i ‘or six ladies. 

a ore Who Wins. For six gentlemen. 
ye A eae F or three girls. 
the eBie For three boys. 
she a Pp Clsitaittos: For nine ladies. 
A “Corner fe foie. For four bo & 
The Imps of the Trunk Room. For 
The Boasters. A Colloquy. For two it 
Kitty’s lige For big tape isle ris. 


Roos 
Ss the 
ah % 


e girls 
ahd umerous sch cholars. 
Raa, 


7 


' Dime Dialogues, No. 17. aa 


LITTLE FOLKS’ SPEECHES AND DIALOGUES. __ oA 
To Be Fine yaa Etget ne Sane. For two lithe glee 

and one 
Evanescent Glory For a bevy of ei * a 
The Little Peacemaker. For two litile girls. BS 


What Parts Friends. For two little girls. 

Martha Washington Tea Party. For five little gir 
in old-time costume. 

The Evil There is in it. For two young boys. 

Wise and Foolish Little Girl. For two girls. 

A Child’s Inquiries, For small child and teacher. 

The reese Club. For two girls and others. . ty 

How to doit. For two boys. = 

A Hundred Years to Come. For bo: yea =) gi z 

Don’t Trust Faces. For several sm “hog = 

Above the Skies. For two small gir aa 

The True Heroism. For three tittle pi i 

Give Us Little pegs a Chance; The Sto: 

Pudding; Til e a Man; A Little a 

Speech; Johnny’s Opinions of Grandacthert Th 
Boasting Hen; He Knows der Rest; A Small B 
View of Cor: ns; Robby’s Sermon; Nobod: ody’s s Child; 
Nutting at Grandpa Gray’s; Little Boy's View. ot 


How Columbus Discov iy, tate she ~ 1 
View; Little Boy’s 

Boy's Pocket; The Midniohe. Muster: fiopby Rob's 

ond Sermon; How the y Came; A Bi 

Observations: The New Slate; A Mother's Loves a 
The Creownin’ Glory; eth Lulu; Josh OR en 
the Bumble-bee, Wren, All eetor: Died Yes re. ia 
The Chicken’s Mistake; The Heir Be Let wet De 
liver Us from Evil; Don’t Want to be Good; . 
Drunken Fellow; ‘The Two Little Robins; Be ey 
to Condemn; A Nonsense Tale; Little wie 8 Poggio Re: 
mation; A Child’s Desire: Bogus; The ne 
Rub-a-dub; Calumny; Little Charo: where 4 
are They? A Boy’s View; The T 


ing to 3 Schouk; A Morning Bath; The Gin of ne bas. wet 


dee; A Fancy; In the Sunlight; The New-laid Rages hs 
The Little Musician; Idle Ben; Pottery-man; Them & 
and Now. seca 
Dime Dialogues, No. 18. Rie 

My Wishes. Several characters, male and fernale, EY 
No Without a Thorn. Two males, one f i 
Too Greedy by Half. Forthree males. — ¢ - ¥ 
One Good Turn Deserves Another. For gix ladies. ne 


Courting Melinda. For three boys and one lady. aed he 
The New Scholar. For several boys. Kine Ye 
The Little Intercessor. Vor four niin: > Simms 
Antecedents. For three gentlemen and three ladion, Ry 
Give a Dog a Bad Name. For four gentlemen. - a We 
Sp -Time Wishes, For six little as 
Lost Charlie: or, the Gipsy’s Revenge. For numer. ‘ng 
ous characte: ss 
bee Trae For three little boys. 


Times. For iro Semmens aah four ladies, he 

The Lesson Well Wo: For two is 
and two females. ; 
Dime Dialogues, No. 19. | ee e 
An Awful = ar Fortwo females and two males, — #4 

Contentment. Tor five little boys. 

Who are the Saints? For three youn; ka ‘ } 
California Uncle. For 3 males Te nt ace a 


Be Kind to the Poor. A little folks’ play. 
How People are Insured. A ‘‘ duet,” - 
Charade. For four 


‘y 
Ei Use of Study. For three girls. os oes 
he Refined Simpletons. For four ladies, pe = 
Ronee Benson, For three . “ 
Modern Education, Three males and one. female, 
Mad With Pee wae Lore. For three males. 


We'll Have to Mortgage the Farm. For one fale 
and two foci 

An Old-Fashioned Duet, 

The Auction. For numerous characters, 


Dime Dialogues, No. 20. 


The Wrong Man. For three males and three fe 

Afternoon Calls, For two little girls. 

Ned's Present. For four boys. Paste) 

Tolle} Not. a teacher and several scholars. 
‘olks, Ss 


Saved 


ltt Fae eidcasies nd tag rene, E 
e. For five males an a 
City pacing and Country Hearts: For ick 
and one boy. Hes | 
Dispute. Fortwo girls and teacher. ; 
Not o aly There! For four 0 girls and characters. 
hip deg RR For numerous characters. : 
ecning Board wig For two females and thr 
K mee For one lady and two g 
Tne Credalone ¥ Vise-Acre, ‘or two male: 


Dime Dialogues, No. 21. nee 


A Successful Donation P For 
Out of Ds Debt Out of hinges. For Sha 


ees She Mado Hood. nase, ES poe ae 
eee > seit 


tae ase 


te ence awl 


Mark Hast 
Oinderella. 


i ee | ie . en ree 


Se ee 


“airwrie ew Pe a 


THE STANDARD. DIME DIALOGUES. sOoutinnsd. 


” Return. For four males, 
‘or several children. 


Too Much for Aunt Matilda. For three females. 


Wit a 


Wile. For three females and one male. 
males, 


A Sudden Recovery. For three 


The Double Stratagem. 


“tour males. 


For four females. 
Counting Chickens Before They were Hatched. For 


Dime Dialogues, No. 22. 


e Dark Cupid. For 3 Gentlemen and 2 ladies. 
t Ne’er-do-Well. Two males and two females. 


High «rt. For two girls. 


strange 4 Adventures. For two boys. 


s Supper. 
A 2 eractk 
Titania’s Banquet. 


cal Exemplification. 
For a number of girls. 


For four girls, 


or two boys. 


Monsieur Thiers in America. For four boys. 
Doxy’s Diplomacy. For three females and a num- 


ber of ‘‘ incidentals.”* 


A Frenchman. For two ladies and one gentleman. 


ane eg Rn 
or three 


ny Day. 
God Is Love. ~ ror a Bumb 
moe en 


For two boys 


= one girl. 


oun; 


r 0% soiaiens. 


| 


| 


For two males, two females. + 


Fandango. ror various characters, white and other- 


whe Tittle Doctor, 
A May Day. 


For two tiny girls. 
. For four bee 

or three little 
Fron’ The Sublime to The Ri 


nico For 14 males. 


Heart Not Face, For five boys. 


Dime Dialogues, No. 23. 


Rhoda Hunt’s Remedy. For three females, one male. 
Hans Schmidt’s Recommend. For two males. 


Chee 
The 


and Grumble. For two little boys. 
ntom Doughnuts. For six females. 


Does it Pay? For six males. 


Company Manners and Home Im 
males, tw 


liteness. For two 


© females and two n. 
The Glad Da; For two little boys. 
Unfortunate Mr, Brown. For one main six females. 
The Real cost. For two 


A Bear Garden. For snp males and two females, 
The Busy Bees, For four little girls. 
' Checkmate. For numerous characters. 


School-Time. For two little 


Confound Miller. 


uncts. 


aeaeence vs. Justice. For eleven males, 
All For four males. 


cnleenie the Basis of All Success. 


Dime Dialogues, No. 24. 


ae Goddess of Liberty. For nine young ladies 
e Three Graces. For three little girls. 
The Music Director. For seven males. 
A Strange Secret. For baste gs 
An Unjust Man. For four es. 
The Shop Girl’s Victory. For 1 male and 8 females. 
The Psychometiser. For 2 gentlemen and 2 ladies. 
Mean Is No Word For It. For four ladies, 
Whimsical. A number of characters of both sexes. 
Blessed Are the Peace-makers. Seven young girls, 
The Six Brave Men. For six boys. 
Have You Heard the News? A gossip’s catastrophe. 
The True = A colloquy in verse, 2 young girls. 
A Slight take. 4 males, 1 female, and several 
auxiliaries, 
Lazy and Busy. A dialogueinrhyme. 10 little fellows. 
The Old andthe Young. 1 gentleman and 1 little girl. 
That Postal Card. For 3 ladies and 1 gentleman. 
Mother Goose and Her Household. A whole school 
fancy dress dialogue and travestie. 


Dime Dialogues, No. 25. 


The Societies of the Delectables and Les Miserables. 
For two ladies and two gentlemen. 

ies Bip te Would Have. For six little boys and 
teacher 

Sunshine Through the Clouds, For four ladies. 

The Friendin Need. For four males. 

The Hours. For twelve little mee 

In Doors and Out. For five little boys. 

Dingbats. For one female and three males, 

The Pound of Flesh. For three boys. 

Beware of the Peddlers. Forseven mixed characters. 

Good Words. For a number of boys. 

A Friend. Fora number of little 

The True Use of Wealth. For a whole school 

Gamester. For numerous characters. 

Put Yourself In His Place. For two boys. 

Little Wise Heads. For four little girls. 


Crooked Way Made Straight. Gentleman and 1. 
How to *‘ Break In” aay. 
and one gentleman. 


Dime Dialogues, No. 26. 


Poor Cousins. For three ladies and two gentlemen. 
gp oe dg and Mole-hills. For six ladies and several 


A Reet! That Did Not Fail. For six boys 

Two Wa; ee s gd For two Vyittle SE i ie 

Don't Your Chickens Before They Are 
Hatolied.” For four ladies and a boy. 


Young Hearts. For two ladies 


All is Fair in Love and War. Sitios, 5 ree 
How Uncle Josh Got. Rid of the Legacy. 

males, with several transformations. ° 
The Lesson of Mercy. For two very smali girls, 
Practice What You Preach. For four ladies. 
Politician. For numerous characters, 
The Canvassing Agent, For % males and 2 females, 
Grub. For two males. 
A Slight Scare. For 8 females and 1 male. 
Embodied Sunshine. For three young ladies. 
How Jim Peters Died. For two males. 


Dime Dialogues, No. 27. 


Patsey O’Dowd’s Campaign. 3 males and 1 female, 
Hasty Inferences Not Always Just. Numerous boys, 
Discontented Annie. For several girls. 

A Double Surprise. For four males and one female. 
What Was It? For five ies. 

What Will Cure Them. For a lady and two boys, 
Independent. For numerous characters, 

Each Season the Best. For four boys. 

Tried and Found Wanting. For several males, 

The Street Girl's Good Angel. 2 ladies & 2 little giris, 
A Boy’s Plot. For several characters. 

‘That Ungrateful Little Nigger.” For two males, 
If I Had the yes. For three little girls. 
Appearances Are eceitful. Several ladies & 1 gent. 
Love’s Protest.. For two little girls, 

An Enforced Cure. For several characters. 

Those Who Preach and those Who Perform, 8 males, 
A Gentle Conquest. For two young girls. 


Dime Dialcgues, No. 28. 


A Test that Told. For six ladies and two gents. 

Organizing a Debating Society. For four boys, 

The Awakening. For four little girls. 

ew Pipe a Proper. For three gentlemen and two | 
a 

Exorcising an Evil Spirit. For six ladies. 

Both Sides of the Fence. For four males. 

The Spirits of the Wood. For two troupes of girls. 

No Room forthe Drone. For three little boys. 

Arm-chair. For numerous characters. 

Measure for Measure. For four girls. 

Saved by a Dream. For two males and two females, 

An Infallible Sign. For four boys. 

A good Use for money. For six little girls. 

An Agreeable Profession. For several characters, 


For sale by all newsdealers, or will be sent, post 
paid, to any address, on receipt of price, ten cents, 


BEADLE AND ADAMS, PustisHers, 
98 William Street, New York. 


THE DIME SPEAKERS. 


Numbers 1 to 23, inclusive. 


Dime Riis Speaker, No. 1. 


' Young America, 
Birth of War 
Rae ny he pateioel 
on the 
“The Italian Struggle, 
ag 


The ali 
he Raval uy of Man, Revo'’n, 
War, 


n, 


The Mystery of Life, 
rd Ups ant Downs, 


reat, 
and Ris’ 'Z, 
ard’s Oration, 
a Besinaliiy: 
“Our a ay, 
Solferin 
Tatelline a the Basis of 


Prof. on Phrenology, 
Annabel 
‘Washington’ Name, 


or Boy’s Syren, 


J. is pe s Oration, 
Dutc 


Philosoph Applied, 

loso 

An Old Ballad, 

tae § Wise, Pound or 

Sat'd’ hte Enjoy 0 ‘3 

ie Ning Satay Night's 4 re 
No yroene wih Oppres- 


* Tale of a Mouse, 
vis Sermon, 
The Cost of Riches, 
Great Lives Imperishable 
The Prophecy for the Y’r 
Unfinished Problems, 
Honor to the Dead, 
Immortality of Patriots, 
Webster’s Polit’! System, 
A Vision in the Forum, 
The Press. 
Woman’s Righ 
oe of the 


My Ladder, 
pra, 


Alon 
The | Rabellion of aasiadt 
Disuni 


‘hts, 
verned, 


Dime National Speaker, No. 2. 


pies and its Results, 
Coun 


ndence Bell,’ 
holar’s, Dign 


pT ge Glory of U.S. A 
ae Fools " 


Our Great ThheHtea hte: 
Bulogy on Henry Clay, 


- 


Ohio, Murder Will Out, 
Oliver Hazard Perry, Strive for the Best, 
Our Domain reo & Rising, 
Arsheme of Belief, of Kindness, 
Ind: Gates of Sleep, 
The Independent’ Farmer | The Bugle, 
Mrs. Grammar’s Ball, AH Gem, 
How the Money Comes, Purity of the Situsate, 
Future of the Fashions, 
Loyalty to Liberty, Beautitel and Tru 
Our Country First, Last, | The eri of the Still, 
and Always, ee d the te, 
British Influence, ae rn of the Eagle, 
Defense of J re ington, 
National Hatreds The Deluge. ° 
Dime Patriotic Speaker, No. 3. 
America to the World, ae of Our ry? 
Love of Coun eagher’s A dress, 
Right of Se -Preserva- We athe to the Union, 
Our Cause (tion, | Lincoln’s ene 
A Kent ckian’s an's appeal, Last Speed tephen 
Kentuc A. D 
Timidity i Treason, Great Be hand, 
6 Al The New Year and the 
Apri 15, 1861, King Cotton, [Union, 
e Spirit of 61, Battle a. 
e ous Hei 2, The Ends of Pi 
The Irish Klement, Freedom the Watch word 
Train’s S Crisis of Our Nation, 
Christy’ ‘S ateech, Dnt ot Christian’ Pa- 
Let Me Alone, t 
FE come ier-General, Turkey’ Dan’s Oration, 
Trio Spmechen_| ip Sat of 
on Square Speeches, e Onus 0} very, 
The Union, bin nites s Tribute, 
Our Country's Call, Zouave 


The Story of an Oak Tree, Catholic Cathe 
L-e-g On My Leg, The ‘‘ Speculators.” 


Dime Comic Speaker, No. 4. 


Reber ‘oss on the War, ' Romeo and Juliet, 

untly Considered, | Happiness, 

ae Rising Dogs, 

The Wasp ant the Bee. Por, 

Comic Grammar, No. 1, ‘exan Eulogium, 

Ne Not a Single Man, ow to be a Fireman, 
Ward's Advice, Uni i 

Bae on Pickwick, Puff’s Acc’t of Himself, 


Each Speaker, 100 pages 12mo., Renin, from 50 to 75. pieces. 


Practical Phrenology, Brian 0’ 
Beautiful, Drookett fo Oblibe-acakens 
Cabbage, Who Is My Opponent? 
Disa reeable People Political Stump 8: 
What is a Bachelor Like? Comic Grammar, No. 
Funny fy Te Farewell to the Botte” 
A Song of The Cork Leg, 
Ward’s Trip to ’Richm’d, The Smack in Schoo 
Parod dy Slick’s Definition of Wife, 
The Mountebank, Tale of a Hat, 
Comer und Interest, The Debating Club, 

‘ea dieemacie on the Feet, A Dutch Sermon, 
Old Dog Joc Lecture on Locomotion, 


The Fishes’ Toilet, Mrs. Caudle on Umbr'lla. 


Dime Elocutionist, No. 5. 


SEC. J., Priyctptes or Trout Envncration.—Faults 
in Enunciation; How to Avoid Them, Special Rutes 
and Observations. 

SEC, 0. Taz Arr or Oratory. paw rireredyin roe) 
the Passions: Tranquillity, Cheerfulness, 

Raillery, Buffoonery, Joy, Delight, easton a ie 
uiry, "tention; iputiodons, gees Pity, Grief, 
Melancholy y = 
Courage, Boasting, ine tae, Ohatineore Aeiny’ 
Commanding, Forbidding, Affirmi: 
Difference, Agreeing, Exhorting, Ju 
ing, Acquitting, Condemning Judging Pardon 
ing, Arguing, Dismissing, Refusing, Granting, De- 
eigen tek eneration, Hope, Desire, ve, Re 
Giving, Wonder, Admiration, Gratitude, Cu 
ont Persuasion, Tempting, Promising, Affecta- 
tion joth, Intoxication, Anger, etc, 


SEC. DI. Tue Comporent ELEMENTS oF ORA- 
TION. ae of Peggy Hk: Ore as “tai to Words 
and P ty, Propriety, Precision. 


Clearness, Uuity, Stren, . 
Exordium, the Narration, Proposition, the 
Confirmation, the waratetion: the Peroration, 
SEC. IV. REPRESENTATIVE EXERCISES IN PROSE AND 
Versz,—Transition; A Plea foi the Ox Falistaff’s 
Soliloquy on Honor;. the Buria! of Lincoln; the 


As nollie te tc ity, Strength viz.: Length of Sentence, 


Call and ONSe; the ia oi Charge; Histo 
of a ong eee ells; tees ae 
rain Rag Peo Dag wy Ki amnlet's 8 — Old Thing Things; 

D 5 ap 
Essa Onto Se of fos, the 


SEC. V. eaadet caer or Goop Aurmonerieé 


. (sete to, eWbow, | 


gp 


~ 


1 parcnturee of Buffalo Bill. From Boy- | 34 The Young Bear Hunters. A Story of | 69 The Deer-Hunters ; or, Life in the Ottawa 


od to Manhood. Deeds of D and Roman- 
xe Incidents in the early life of William F. Cody, 
By Col Prentiss Ingraham. 
2 The Ocean Hunters; or, The Chase of 
fare Hy apts Sata es 
re. aptain Mayne Re 
ahs ‘tra Large Number.-@3 
3 en entures of Wild Bill, the Pistol 
imce, . Remarkable career of J. B. Hikok, 
(known to the world as ‘* Wild Bitl,”) giving the 
. true story of his adventures and ac By Col. 
Prentiss m. 
‘4 The Prairie Ranch} or, bi Young Cattle 
Gerders. By Joseph E. Badger, Jr, 
exas Jack, the Wustang King, Thrill- 
& re Adventures in the Lifo of J. B, Omichundro, 
exas Jack.” By Col. Prentiss Ingraham. 
6 Cruise of the Flyaway 3 or, Yankee Boys 
in Ceylon. ‘By CO, Dunning Clark, 


q Boxing Joe TEAS History of a Young “ Bor- | 


er Ruffian.” Scenes from the 
Teaeph E. Badger, Jr. By A. H. Post.. 
8 Whe Flyaway Afloat; or, Yankee Boys 
t~ "Round the World. By ©. Dunning Clark. 
9 Bruin Adams, 014 Grizzly Adams? 
Boy Pard. By Col. Prentiss Ingraham, 
10 The Snow-Trail; or, The Boy Hunters of 
Fur-Land. By T. C. Harbaugh. 
41 a Grizzly Adams, the Bear Tamer} 
The Monarch of thé Mountain. By Dr. 
Frank Powell. 


i2 Woods and Waters} or, The Exploits of 
the Littleton Gun Club, By Capt. F. ttaker. 

13 A Rollin mone. Incidents in the Career 
on Sea and Land as Boy and Man of Colonel 
Prentiss Ingraham. By Prof. Wm. R. Eyster. 


4 F Spates on the Prairie, and Amateur 


e of 


riigsreesbet on the Buffalo Range. By | 

15 Kit Carson, Ki f the Guides; or 
Mountain Paths and icla Trails. By A. 
Aiken. 
16 Red River Rovers: or, Life and Adven- 
tures in the Northwest, By C. Dunning Clark, 
U7 Plaza and Plain; or, Wild Adventures of 
*Buekskin Sam,” i’ jor Sam 8. Hall) By 
Colonei Prentiss 

48 Rifle and Revolvers or, The Littleton 
Gun Club on the Buffalo Range. By Captain 


Frederick Whittaker. 


{8 Wide-Awake George, The Boy Pioneer; 
or, Life in a Log Cabin. Incidents and Adven- 
tures in the Backwoods. By Edward Willett, 

20 ope mr paebtas Dragoon} or. The Story of 

A. Custer, from West Point to 

the the Bie Horn. By Captain Fred asen ee ttaker. 

1 pase y ene Dick as a , Wh 

® ild Ned des the New En ey : nnd, be 

ate the Western Prince of the Road. By Ea- 
ward L, Wheeler, - 

22 The Boy Exiles of Hig ied or, The 
Watch-Dog of Russia. By T C. Harbaugh. 

23 Paul De Lacy, The French Beast Charmer; 
or, New York bores in se Ae igh? A Story of 
=perepinre, Baril apd rt in Africa, By ©, 


(24! Lamere Brinee: : The Romantic Life 
nel Monste American Capon ag 
Sota) By Capta in erick Whittaker, 


Round the Camp Fire; or Snow-Bound 
Hier? at “ Freeze-out Samp. By Jos. E. Badger, Jr. 
26 Snow-shee Tom 3 or, New York Boys in 

Maine. byt. ¢. A pSiwabiteh of Sport and Peril 


27 Sais anit i ay) Chiet of the 
- RPawnees. The Adventurous Career of Eddie 
; _ Burgess of Nebraska, By Vamsuet Prentiss In- 


28" vw 


» Chase of the Great White Stag 
rh Camp and Canoe, By 0. Dunning 
“89 Khe 


Fortune-Hunter}; or, Roving Joe 


Trapper and Hunter. By 
80 Walt Ferguson's Cruise. A Talo of the 
Antarctic Sea, By O, Dunning Clark. 
81 The Bo Crusader} or, How a 
ool Be A 3 


8 and a& 
ved a King. By Capt. Fred. 


ttaker, 


82 White Beaver, the Indian Medicine 
«Lite bb. te ean and Adventurous 
te dag ell, By Col. Ingraham. 

aim ky ~ tho ‘You A By Damian? or, 
rete Aunotg Flona’ rr, 


Perilous Adven- ; 


or 48 


{ the Haps and Mishaps of a Party of Boys in 


Redwing. 
35 The Leat Boy Whalers $ or, In the Shadow 
of the North Pole, By T. C. Harbaugh. 
36 Smart Sim, the Lad with a Level Head. 
By Edward Willett. 

37 Old Tar Knuckle and His Bey Chums; or, 
The Monsters of the Esquimaux Border, By 
Roger Starbuck, 

| 38 The Settler’s Som3 or, Adventures in the 
Wilderness and Clearing. By Edward §. Ellis. 

39 Night-Hawk George, and His Daring 
Deeds and Adventures in the Wilds of the South 
and West. By Col. Prentiss Ingraham. 
40 The Ice Elephant; or, The Castaways of 
the Lone Coast. By Capt. Fred. Whittaker. 

41 The Pampas Hunters; or, New York 
Boys in Buenos Ayres. By T, OC. Harbaugh. 

| 42 The Young Land-Lubber}3 or, Prince 
| Porter's First Cruise. By C. Dunning Clark. 
48 Bronco Billy, the Saddle Prince. By Col 
Prentiss Ingraham. 
44 The Snow Hunters; or, Winter in the 
Woods. By Barry De Forest. i 

45 Jack, Marry and Tom. The Three 
Champion Brothers; or, Adventures of Three 
Brave Boys with the Tattooed Pirate. By Capt. 
Frederick Whittaker. 
46 The Condor Killers} or, Wild Adventures 
at the Equator. By T. C. Harbaugh. 
47 The Boy Coral-Fishers3 or, The Sea- 
Cavern Scourge. By Roger Starbuck. 
Dick, the Stowaway 3 or, A Yankee Boy's 
Strange Cruise. By Charles Morris, 
49 Tip Tressell, the Floater; or, Fortunes and 
Misfortunes on the Mississippi. By Edward 
Willett. 
60 The Adventurous Life of Nebraska 
Charlie, (Charles £, mieh cing tt By Colonel 
Prentiss Ingraham, 

51 The Colorado Boys} or, Life on an Indigo 
Plantation. By Joseph E. Badger. Jr, 

52 Honest Harry; or, The Country Boy Adrift 
in the City, By Charles Morris. 

53 The Boy Detectives; or, The Young Cali- 
fornians in Shanghai. By T. C. Harbaugh, 
64 California Joe, The Mysterious Plainsman. 
By Col. Prentiss Ingraham. 

55 Wiarry Somers, The Sailor-Boy Magician. 
By 8. W. Pearce. 
56 Nobody’s Boys} or, Life Among the Gipsies- 
By J. M, Hoffman. 
57 The Menagerie Hunter; or, Fanny Ho- 
bart, the Animal Qneen, By Major H. Grenville, 

58 Lame Tim, the Mule Boy of the Mines; or, 
Life Among the Black Diamonds. By Charles 
Morris, 
59 Lud Lionheels, the Young Tiger Fighter. 
By Roger Starbuck, 
60 The Young Trail Hunters} or, ‘New 
York Boys in Grizzly Land. By T.C, Harbaugh. 

61 The Young Mustangers. By C. D. Clark. 
62 The Tiger Hunters} or, The Colorado Boys 
in Tiger-Land. By Joseph E. Badger, Jr. 
63 The Adventurous Life ‘of Captain 
Jack, the Border Boy. (John W. Crawford, 
the Poet Scout.) “By Col. Prentiss Ingraham. 

64 The Young Moose-Hunters}3 or, Trail 
and Camp-fire in the New alist Woods. By 
Wm. H. Manning. 


65 Black Horse Bill, the Bandit Wrecker; or, 
Two Brave Boys to the Rescue, By Roger 
Starbuck, 

66 Little Dan Rocks; or, The Mountain Kid's 
Mission. By Morris Redwing. . 

67 *Longshore Lije; or, How a Rough Boy 
Won His Way. By C. Dunning Clark. 

68 Flatboat Fred ; or, The Voyage of the “Bx. 

| Deriment.” By Edward Willett, ; 


— 


the Wilds of Northern Michigan, By Morris | 70 Kentncky Ben, the Long Rifle of the Ptains; 


Country. By John J. Marshall, 


“ 


or, The Boy Trappers of Oregon. By Roger 
Starbuck, 
71 The Boy Pilot; or, The Island Wreckers. pe i 
By Col. Prentiss Ingres! , 
72 Young Dick Talsot, By Albert W. pony » 
73 Pat Mulloney’s Adventures; or, 
Tongue, the Dacotah Queen. By C, L. Edwar 
74 The Desert HRover3 or, Stowaway Dick 
Among the Arabs. By Charles Morris. ea G 
75 The Border Gunmaker; or, The Hunted | 
Maiden. By James L: Bowen. ay 
76 The Kit Carson Club; or, Young Hawk: 
eyes in the Northwest. By T.C. Harbaugh Se 
77 Left-Handed Pete, the Double-Knife, By * 
Jos. E. Badger, Jr. 
78 The Boy Prospector; or, The Scout of the i 
Gold Ravine. By Roger Starbuck. Mas 
79 Minonee, the Wood Witch; or, the Squatter’s ; 
Secret. By Edwin Emerson. 
80 The Boy Cruisers; or, Joe and Jap'’s Bie 
Find. By Edward Willett. 
81 Whe Border Rovers ; or, Lost on the Oreik 
land Trail. By J. Milton Hoffman. 
82 Alaska, the Wolf Queenyj or, The Girty 
Brothers’ Double Crime. By Capt.C, Howard. 
83 The Young Nithilisty:or, A Yankee Boy. ie 
Among the Russians, By Charles Morris, a 
84 Little Rifle; or, The Young Fur Hunters. ee 
By Capt. “‘ Bruin’ Adams, 
85 Fighting Fred3 or, The Cantiiwelye of s 
Grizzly Camp. By T. C. Harbaugh. : 
86 Dr. Carver, the “ Evil Spirit” of the Plains; 
or, The Champion Shot of the World. By Col 
Prentiss I. 
87 Ruff Robsart and His Bear. By Capt, 
Bruin * Adams, | 


88 Pons; the Cowboy. By Major H. B. ie 


89 ponte the Gaucho} or, Lost on aah 

Pampas. By Captain Mayne Reid, : 

Ee An Brira Large Number. Qa 

90 Texas Charlie, the Boy ee Ba Oe 

Prentiss Ingraham, 

91 Moscow to Siberia; or, A Yankee Boy 
to the Rescue. By Charles Morris, — eae 

92 Boone, the Hunters or, The Backwoods — 
Brothers. By Capt. Frederick Whittaker. ‘ 

93 Oregon Josh, the Wizard Rifle; or, The 


* 


4 
* 


he 


x 
ee ore 


ac 


ee 


a 


A rs Se ee ee 


bs 


Young Trapper Champion. By Roger Star i, 
buck. 

94 Christian Jim, the White Man's Friend, 
By Edward 8. Ellis. . 

985 Plucky Joe, the Boy Avenger. By J. mM, 
Hoffman. 

96 Roving Rifle, Custer’s Little Scout ByT. 
C. Harbaugh, 


97 Hurricane Kit} or, Old Lightning cae 
Rampage. By A. F. Holt, = 
98 Sam SHouDe, the eondinenl Bogs ‘By Ba, ie 
Willett. 


99 Little Buck, the Boy Guide; or, ee : 


=~? 
a 


“Eye ” of Montana, By Barry 
100 Revolver Billy, the Boy Ranger’ is 2 a 
By Colonel Prentiss Ingraham, TPs 
101 The River Rifles; or, The Fate of | 
Flatboat, By Capt. J. F. C. Adams, 
102 Captain Fly-by-Night3 pap ecrnte ri 
' Boys on the War-Path. By Jos. E. Badger, Jr. 
103 Alone on the Plains}; or, The Ontlawie 
Plot. By Edward Willett. ee ts 
104 Silver-Horn and His Rifle, oe 
death. By Roger Starbuck. 7. ie 
A nero issue every week, 
| ‘Baapur's Boy's Lirary is for sale by all 
dealers, five cents per Couy, ‘x som by fr 
ceipt of six cents. 


s BEADLE AND ADAMS, P 
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a 1 


Eim? By Mrs. 


| 2 Was It ae or, Colette ld Sweet- | 85 


hearts. Mason Turner, M. D. 
3 The Girl Witc. By Bartley T. Campbell. 


3y Arabella Southworth. 
Bessie Raynor, the Work Girl, By 
William Mason Turner, M. D. 
The Secret Marriage. By Sara Claxton. 
A Daughter of Evc. By Mrs, Crowell. 
| Heart to Heart. By Arabella Southworth. 
Alone in the World3 or, The Young Man’s 
Ward. By the author of * Clifton, ” ete. 
A Pair of Gray Eycs. By Rose Kennedy. 
1 Entangled; 3 or, A Dangerous Game. By 
Henrie!ta Thackeray. 
= 412 His Lawful Wites or, Myra, the Child of 
ie Adoption, By Mrs, Ann §. Stephens, 
AB Madcap, the Little Quakeress; or, The 
Naval Cadet’s Wooing. By ba K:) Cushman. 
qa Why I Married Him. Sara Claxton. 
B ic . Campbell, 
by Margaret Leicester. 
3 Arabella Southw gee 


: HAA air Face. 
6 Trust Her Not. 
z mt A Loyal Lover. 


ray. 
hat Nai a Thack ay the author 
of ‘ Alone in the World,” “ Clifton,” etc. 
¥ ae heap. Year; or, Why She Proposed. By Sara 


24 Her Face Was Her Fortune, By Elea- 
S z nor 
25 Only a Schoolmistress; or, Her Untold 
a Secret. By Arabella Southworth. 
nw Without’ a Heart, By Col. P. Ingraham. 
Pe baba She ». Coquette? or, A Strange 
urtship. By Henrietta Thackeray. 
rae 8s oot Cc ane, ByMrs. Ann §, Stephens. 
£29 For Her Dear Sake. By Sara Claxton. 
£0 Ton a uet Girl. By Agile Penne. 
LA Marri ge. ByMary A. Denison 
Mariana, the Prima Donn» 3; or, Roses 
d Lilies. By Arabella 8: yuthworth, 


The Whreo Sisters, 
eee ec of Convenience; or, Was 
ea Count? By Sara Claxton., 
6 Sie Aguinst Hier. By Clara Aucusta, 
» Si Aicher’s Bride; or, The Queea of His 
Heart, By Arabclla Southwort the 
The Country Commins Rose Kennedy. 


ees 


ae 


By Alice Fieming. 


oe: ra) 


eo. e00 


S828 


Wis Own Ag in, Arabella Southworth. 
By Sesoe Abarbanell. 
ged to Marry. By Sara Claxton. 
Mis Dev»tion. By Alice Fleming. 
ising ce, the Beautituls or, His Sécond 
By Arabella Sout! yworth, 
aronet’s Secret, By Sara Claxton. 
nly Daughter. By Alice ae. 
den Foc. By A. Southworth. 
46 The Little aaeerenw’ or, Under a Cloud. 
6 a Shke Le eni: on. 
) Hecause Ss 


By 8. R. Sherwood. 
aebt earts Mistress 3 or, Love at First 
fy 2 Arete bella Southwort 
Heiress, By M. A. Denison. 
Girls. By Alice Fleming. 
ed Messenger; or, Risking All 
ra He 2 ey ae hee Reed Crowell. 
be the Actress. By iNiam 
Turner, M. D 
ay io ents Heart, By G. 8. Koime. 
3 one Di ot Love Him 3 or, Stooping to 
Conquer. By Arabella Southworth. 
56 Love-Mad. sf Mason Turner, M. D, 
BS A Brave Girl. By Alice Fleming. 
bon Wiask. By Mrs. Crowell. 
idow?s Wiles. 
ects) > ceit. 
‘he 
ye 


Brot 
ad eee : 


rf 


orter. 
By ice Fleming. 
ini Col. Juan Lewis. 
hel Bernhardt. 
tk sg By Arabe bella Southworth. 
and Weft, 2 iy M. E. Braddon, 


hans. By D’Enery. 
ife. By My Young Wife’s 


oo Widows. ee Annie Thomas. 
By Maud Hilton.. 
stlemaine’s Gaze. By sg 


ors. Sin, . 


e e ve Hslack Lady of Duna, By J.S 
ae Charlotte Ee Mrs. Rowson. . 
ae nha ta istake, By the 


of Je hn Hi x, Gentleman,” etc. 
young. Husband. By Myself. 
ueen Amongst Women. By the 
_ author of “‘ Dora Thorne,” etc., etc. 
Us  pO.Rne Lord and Master. By Florence 


ine 8 Sistér of Charlotte. 


Ray “ 
: eg for sais fen hi Stakor Sho cheats 


i” ‘a . 

, 
apt "4 F 
eo ? ef 


conte Ae Cea. 


7 


The M-sked B ide; or, waa She Micty | Wa 84 ma Posie! Si Bush. 
Reed Crow 


1 


ee eo ee —— ee 


By the author of 


Halifax, Gentleman.” 
. Led. erat By Octave Feuillet. 
6 Janet's Repentanc e. By George Eliot, 
87 The Romance ofa Poor Young Man, 
By Octave Feuillet. 

88 A ‘rerrible Deed; or, All for Gold, By 
Emma Garrison Jones. 

89 A Gilded Sin. By the author of “Dora 
Thorn,” etc. 

90 The Author’s Daughter. By M. Howitt. 
91 The Jilt. By Charles Reade. 

92 Eileen Alanna. 7 Le O'Sullivan, 

93 Love’s Victory. By B rig Xe 

94 The Quiet Heart. By Mrs. 0 iphant, 

95 Lettice Arnold. By Mrs. Marsh. 

96 Haunted Hearts. By Rachel Bernhardt. 
97 HMugh Melton. By Katharine King. 

98 Alice Learmont. By Miss Mulock. >. 

99 Marjorie Bruce’s Lovers. By Mary 
Patrick. 

100 Through Fire and Water, By Fred- 
erick Talbot. 

191 Hannah. By Mss Mullock. 

102 Peg Woffington. By Charles Reade. 
103 A Desperate Deed. By Erskine Boyd. 
104 aang iy on the Snow. By B. L. Far- 
105 The Great Hoggarty Diamond. By 


M. Thackeray. : 
106 From Dreams to Waking. By E£. 


Lynn Linton. 

107 Poor Zeph! By F. W. Robinson. 

108 The Sad Sruranaen of the Rev. Amos 
Barton. By George Eliot. 


109 Bread-and-Cheése and Kisses. By 
B, L. Farjeon. 

110 ae Wandering Heir. By Charles 
eade. 


11 The Brother’s Wet; or, Within Six 
Weeks By Emilie Fly, gare Carlen. 


112 A Hero. By Miss Mulock. 
113 Paul and Virginia. From the French of 
Bornardin De St. Pierre. 
114 °fwas In Trafalgar’s Bay. By Wal- 
ter B sant and James Rice. 
115 The Maid of Killeena. By Wm, Black. 
116 Hetty. By Henry Kingsley. 
117 The Wayside Cross. By Capt. Milman., 
118 The Vicar of Wakefield. | By Oliver 
Goldsmith. 
119 Waud Mohan. By Annie Thomas. 


120 Ey ae of Warsaw. By Miss Jane 
orter, 

121 The King of No-Land, By B. L. Far- 
eon. 

122 Lovel, the Widower. By W. M. Thack- 


eray. 
123 An Island Pearl. 
124 Cousin Phillis. 


125 Leila; or, The Siege of Grenada. By Ed- 
ward Bulwer (Lord Lytton). 
By 


126 When the Ship AB a Home. 
- Walter Besant and es Rice. 


127 One of the Favnily. By James Payn, 

128 The Birthright. By Mrs. Gore. 

129 Motherless; or, The Farmer’s Sweetheart. 
By Colonel Prentiss Ingraham. 

130 Homeless ; or, Two Orpham Girls in New 
York, By Albert W. Aiken. 


By B. L, Farjeon, 


131 Sister against Sister. By Mrs. Crowell. : 


132 Sold for Gold. By Mrs, M. V. Victor. 
133 Lord Roth’s Sin. By Georgiana Dickens. 
134 A He Love Her? By Bartley T. Camp- 


135 Sinned Against. By Lillian Lovejoy. 
136 Was She His Wife? By Mrs. Crowell. 


13% The Village on the Cliff. By Miss 
Thackeray. 


138. Poor Valeria, By Margaret Blount. 

139 Margaret Graham. By G. P. R. James. 

140 Without Mercy. By Bartley T.Campbell, 

141 Honor Bound. By Lillian Lovejoy. 

142 Fleeing from Love. By Harriet Irving. 

1483 Abducted; or, A Wicked Woman’s Work, 
By Rett Winwood. 


144 A Strange Marriage. By Lillian Lovejoy. 


145 Two Girls’? Lives. By Mrs. Crowell. 


146 A Desperate Venture i or, Her Love's 
Own Sake. By. Arabella Southworth 


147 The War of Hearts, By Corinne Cush- 
man. 


148 Which Was the Woman ? or, Strangely 
Misjudged... By Sara Claxton. 


149 aA Ambitious Girl; or, She Would Be 
n Actress. By Frances Helen Davenport. 


150 ne Lord of All. By Alice May Fleming. 
151 A Wild Girl. By Corinne Cushman, 

152 A Man’s Sacrifice. By Harriet Irving. 
153 Did She Sin. By Mrs. Mary Reed Crowell. 
154 He Loves Me Not. By Lillian Lovejoy. 
155 Winning Ways. By Margaret Blount. | 
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| 163 The Creole Cousins, 


202 Her Evil Genius, 


156 es She Cost Him; or, Crooked Paths. 
By Arabella Southworth. 


157 A Girls Heart. By Rett Winwood. 


158 A Bitter Mistakes: or, A Young Girl’s 
Folly. By Agnes Mary Shelton, | 


159 Euay Helen’s Vow; or, The Mother’s | 
Secret. By the Late Mrs. f. ¥. Ellet. : \] 


160 Buying a Meart. By Lillian Lovejoy. 

161 Pearl of Pearls. By A. P. Morris, Jr. 

162 A Fateful Game. By Sara Claxton. 

By P. 8S. Warne, | 

164 A Scathing Ordeal; or, May Langley’s 
Mad Marriage. By Mrs. Georgiana Dickens. 

165 A Strange Girl, By Albert W. Aiken. 

166 A Man’s Sin. By Rett Winwood. 

167 The Hand of Fates or, The Wreck of 
Two Lives. By Arabella Southworth. 

168 Two Fair Women. By Wm. M. Turner, 

169 Tempted Through Loves or, One 
Woman’s Error. By Lillian Lovejoy. 

170 Blind Barbara’s Secret. 
Grace Halpine. 

171 A Woman’s Witchery. 

172 Black Eyes and Blue, 
Cushman, 

173 The Cost of a Folly. 

Dickens, 

174 The Pretty Puritan. 

Daughter. 


By Mary 


By S. Claxton. 
By Corinne 


By Georgiana 
By A Parson’s 


175 Is Love a Mockery? or, Revenge is 
Sweet. By Arabella Southworth. 


176 Adria, the Adopted, By J. D. Burton. 


177 For the Woman He Loved; or, Fate- 
ful Links. By Agnes Mary Shelton: : 


178 The Locked Heart, By Corinne Cushman. 
179 Parted by Treachery. By Harriet Irving. 
180 Was She a Wife? By Rett Winwood, 
181 Under a Cloud. fy Sara. Claxton. 

182 An American Queen. By G. Mortimer. 
183 A P int of Honor. By Lillian Lovejoy. 


184 Pursyed to the Altar, By Corinne 
Cushman. ; 


185 Put to a Test. By Georgiana Dickens. 


186 The Terrible Truth; or, zhe Thornhurst 
Mystery. By Jennie Davis Burto 
ay ‘A Mother's 


187 Outwitted by Herself; 
Scheme, By Arabella Southworth. 


188 Florette, Child of the Street; or, A Pearl 
Beyond Price. By Col. Prentiss Ingraham. ‘ 


189 Mer Guardian’s Sacrifice; or, A Name 
in the Balance. By Sara Claxton. 


190 Pretty and Proud. By Corinne Cushman. 


191 A Woman’s Maneuver; or, Purse, not 
Heart. By Lillian. Lovejoy. 


192 The Bitter Feud. By Jennie D. Burton. 


193 Breaking the Fetters; or, The G 8 
Secret. By Georgiana Dickens. wat 


194 The Mysterious Guardian; or, Littk 
Claire, the Opera Singer. By Corinne Cushman. 


195 In the Balance. By Arabella Southworth. 
196 Jule, the Jewess, By Dr. Noel Dunbar, 
197 A Sister’s Crime. By Agnes Mary Shelton. 


198 Wilma Wilde; or, The Inheritanee of 
Hate. By Jennie Davis Burto 


199 The Beautiful Geiuak: 
Helen Davenport. 


200 Morley Beeches. By Corinne 

201 A Young Girls Ordeal. Sara 

By Harriet Irving, 
203 Passion’s Reprisal, By Lillian Lovejoy. 
204 Elegant Egbert, By Philip 8. Warne. 


205 A eh Mistake Angels or, Royal Thorn- 
leigh’s Mistake. By Georgiana Dickens. 


206 Ouida’s Love. By Henriette E. De,Gonde.. 


207 A Hast more e 3 or, Was She an 
Eiventurensé,’ By Mrs. i, See 


208 Whar a Wore Knight of Hy Peal 8. Ware? ae 


ee Frances. 


an. 
n. 


What. a Woman Will Do, By Philip 
209 Cherry 4,08 A engl of the South. By 
Arabella Southworth. 


210 Carlyon’s Year. By James Payn, , 
211 An Idol of Clay; Pp es The Love That nd 


Never Told. By Harriet Irving. 
212 Lied ciamacanial of Life. By Amelia BE 
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